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THE  STORY  OF  SOME  REMARKABLE 
FRA  UBS. 

One  of  the  most  conspicuous  men  in  Edinburgh  about 
a  quarter  of  century  ago  was  Mr.  Christopher  Gourlay, 
and  there  was  no  man  whose  society  was  more  courted. 
He  was  conspicuous  for  many  things,  amongst  them 
being  good  looks — indeed,  he  was  often  referred  to  as 
the  handsomest  man  in  Edinburgh  ;  he  also  had  a  ready 
though  somewhat  rough  wit ;  he  could  tell  a  capital 
story,  sing  a  good  song,  was  sociable,  genial,  and  full  of 
what  the  French  expressively  term  bonhomie.  These 
things  in  themselves  would  have  been  sufficient  to  make 
any  man  popular ;  but,  in  addition,  Mr.  Gourlay  seemed 
to  be  in  possession  of  the  purse  of  Fortunatus,  con- 
sequently he  was  a  power  amongst  his  followers.  Per- 
haps it  was  his  seemingly  unlimited  resources  that 
induced  people  to  accept  him  for  what  he  seemed,  and 
not  to  trouble  themselves  about  inquiring  too  closely 
into  his  antecedents.  At  this  time  Mr.  Gourlay  was  in 
the  very  prime  of  life  ;  that  is,  he  was  about  forty. 
Now,  there  is  little  doubt  that  amongst  the  sycophants, 
fawners,  and  spongers  who  crowded  round  him  there 
were  many  who  could  remember  him  when  fifteen  yeara 
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before  lie  had  been  a  clerk  in  a  firm  of  well-known 
lawyers,  at  a  salary  of  not  more  than  eighteen  shillings 
a  week.  And  had  they  not  been  afraid  of  losing  his 
patronage  and  cohrpanionship,  they  might  have  asked 
how  it  was  that  in  the  comparatively  short  space  of 
fifteen  years  he  had  risen  from  the  position  of  an  obscure 
clerk  to  a  wealthy  man  about  town.  But  though  Mr. 
Gourlay  affected  an  outspoken  honesty  and  frankness, 
he  knew  how  to  conceal  his  thoughts,  and  keep  his  own 
affairs  to  himself. 

While  no  word  of  suspicion  was  ever  breathed, 
against  him,  he  was  undoubtedly  a  mystery,  and  he 
evidently  wished  to  remain  so,  for  he  never  volun- 
teered any  statement  about  himself.  This  gentleman, 
upon  whom  nature  and  good  fortune  seemed  to  have 
smiled  so  sweetly,  while  much  attached  to  those 
things  that  delight  carnally,  displayed  a  very  proper 
regard  for  spiritual  matters,  and  not  only  was  he 
a  constant  churchgoer  and  a  strict  Sabbatarian,  but 
he  was  regarded  as  one  of  the  most  liberal  benefactors 
of  the  church.  The  fact  that  he  was  fond  of  horse- 
racing,  passionately  attached  to  the  theatre,  a  bon 
rirant,  that  he  played  billiards  for  large  sums  of  money, 
and  held  whist  parties  in  his  own  house — when  heavy 
amounts  often  changed  hands — was  not  taken  into 
consideration.  He  attended  the  church  regularly  on 
the  "  Sabbath,"  and  no  appeal  for  church  purposes  was 
ever  made  to  him  that  did  not  meet  with  a  ready 
response.  He  displayed  so  much  holiness  on  Sunday, 
that  few  thought  of  concerning  themselves  with  his 
week-day  doings. 

I  refer  to  this  matter  particularly  because  it  serves 
not  only  to  emphasize  the  man's  characteristics,  but 
affords  another  example    of  the  power  wealth  has  to 
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blunt  men's  consciences  and  cause  them  to  regard 
certain  sins  committed  by  the  rich  man  as  only  venial, 
whereas  the  same  sins  on  the  part  of  a  poor  man  would 
be  looked  upon  as  deadhr. 

Mr.  Christopher  Grourlay  had  built  himself  what  was 
almost  a  palatial  residence  in  one  of  the  fashionable 
outskirts  of  Edinburgh.  The  house,  which  was 
replete  with  every  modern  luxury  and  comfort,  and 
furnished  with  a  sumptuousness  that  a  prince  might 
have  envied,  stood  in  something  like  ten  acres  of 
grounds.  These  grounds  were  almost  unsurpassed  for 
beauty,  and  the  extensive  greenhouses  and  hothouses, 
which  required  quite  a  little  army  of  gardeners  to  look 
after  them,  were  considered  a  sight  worth  seeing,  and 
strangers  were  permitted  to  view  them  every  Saturday 
on  the  presentation  of  their  cards.  The  owner  of  this 
grand  place  kept  seldom  less  than  a  dozen  horses  in  his 
luxuriously  appointed  stables ;  and  for  his  own 
particular  use  he  had  a  brougham,  which  was  a 
triumph  of  the  coach-builder's  art.  Of  course,  he  kept 
other  vehicles,  but  this  particular  brougham  was  so 
conspicuous  that  it  never  failed  to  attract  attention  when 
passing  through  the  streets. 

I  have  stated  that  XLr.  Grourlay  was  passionately  fond 
of  the  theatre.  Xot  only  was  he  a  very  liberal  sup- 
porter of  the  places  of  public  amusement,  but  he  was 
generally  mixed  up  with  all  the  private  theatricals  that 
were  given  in  the  town.  In  his  own  house  he  had  a 
miniature  bijou  theatre  fitted  up,  which  was  probably 
unique  in  its  way,  and  is  worth  describing.  It  was 
seated  to  hold  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  people. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  quilted  blue  satin,  over 
which  were  hung  elegant  looped-up  lace  curtains ;  while 
at  intervals  were  magnificent  oval  mirrors  with  cande- 
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labra,  and  between  the  mirrors  were  costly  vases  for 
holding  flowers.  The  seats  were  most  luxurious  spring 
chairs  covered  with  blue  velvet  to  match  the  wall 
decorations.  The  floor — over  which  was  spread  two 
thicknesses  of  Turkey  carpet — sloped  toward  the  stage, 
so  that  every  seat  commanded  a  perfect  view.  The 
roof  was  painted  to  represent  an  Italian  sky,  flecked 
with  a  few  light  fleecy  clouds,  and  three  or  four  gorgeous- 
plumaged  birds  on  the  wing.  The  proscenium  was  a 
work  of  art,  and  represented  a  massive  carved  picture- 
frame.  The  curtain  was  of  the  heaviest  and  costliest 
blue  Grenoa  velvet,  and  all  the  apj^ointments  of  the 
stage  were  perfect.  Some  of  the  scenery  had  been 
painted  by  artists  of  renown.  One  in  particular  is 
known  at  the  present  day  the  wide  world  over. 

In  this  splendid  little  temple  of  the  drama  Mr. 
Grourlay  was  in  the  habit  of  performing  some  of  his  own 
pieces,  for  he  affected  dramatic  literature,  and  was 
exceedingly  ambitious  of  being  known  as  a  Avriter  for 
the  stage  ;  but  with  one  exception,  and  in  spite  of  his 
wealth,  he  could  not  succeed  in  getting  a  piece  from  his 
own  pen  performed  in  a  public  theatre.  It  must  not  be 
supposed  that  a  gentleman  of  such  refined  tastes,  having 
so  high  a  regard  for  dramatic  art,  was  content  to  let  his 
friends  be  bored  with  mere  amateurs.  He  was  in  the 
habit  of  bringing  to  his  house  ladies  who  were  celebrated 
as  actresses.  It  will  be  noted  that  I  only  refer  to  ladies, 
for  the  fact  is  Mr.  Grourlay  had  an  especial  weakness  for 
theatrical  ladies,  and  very  rarely  indeed  invited  gentle- 
men professionals.  The  ladies,  too,  were  generally 
those  who  were  noted  for  their  youth  and  beauty,  and  it 
was  no  secret  that  this  remarkably  liberal  patron  of  the 
drama  was  a  devout  worshipper  at  the  shrine  of  beauty. 
He  was,  so  far  as  was  known,  a  bachelor,  and  it  is  not 
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difficult  to  understand  how  such  a  man,  under  such 
circumstances,  should  be  a  sort  of  human  magnetic  pole 
that  drew  to  him  all  marriageable  womankind  that 
came  within  his  influence.  But  let  not  the  inference 
from  this  remark  be  that  Mr.  Gourlay  strictly  confined 
his  attentions  to  those  ladies  who  had  not  yet  entered 
the  bonds  of  Hymen.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  his  receptions 
were  noted  for  the  number  of  young  and  handsome 
married  ladies  who  assembled  at  them.  And  it  may  at 
once  be  stated  here  that  the  female  sex  was  always 
largely  in  excess  at  all  Mr.  Gourlay 's  gatherings.  In 
short,  he  displayed  a  decided  partiality  for  the  society 
of  women  in  preference  to  that  of  men — he  liked  to 
reign  a  sole  god  amongst  the  goddesses. 

There  was  one  curious  circumstance  in  connection 
with  his  home  life  that  I  must  refer  to.  His  mother 
lived  with  him,  but  her  life  was  isolated  from  his.  She 
never  mixed  with  his  company ;  never  went  out  with 
him,  never  took  her  meals  with  him,  and  he  was  hardly 
ever  known  to  speak  to  her,  while  she  presented  that 
remarkable  phenomenon — a  silent  woman. 

Mrs.  Gourlay  was  about  seventy,  with  a  pleasant, 
rather  patrician  face,  surmounted  by  a  quantity  of  snow- 
white  hair.  This  lady  never  received  visitors,  and  made 
no  calls  ;  nor  was  she  ever  to  be  seen  by  visitors  to  the 
house.  She  had  a  carriage  for  her  own  use,  and  with 
great  regularity  she  went  for  a  daily  drive  of  two 
hours.  After  that  she  retired  to  her  own  apartments, 
and  was  seen  no  more  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  save  by 
her  own  personal  female  servant.  Mrs.  Gourlay  took 
no  part  whatever  in  the  conduct  of  the  household. 
That  was  entirely  in  the  hands  of  a  housekeeper,  who 
had  absolute  and  entire  control.  Mrs.  Gourlay,  in  fact, 
was  a  mystery,  and,  since  she  never  entered  into  con- 
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versation  with  any  one,  not  even  the  servants,  it  seemed 
as  if  the  mystery  was  not  likely  to  be  solved.  The 
servant  who  attended  to  her  was  only  a  little  younger 
than  she  was ;  and,  like  her  mistress,  she  seemed  to  be 
under  a  vow  of  silence.  At  any  rate,  although  she 
must  have  been  aware  of  the  intense  curiosity  that  was 
evinced  to  know  some  particulars  of  the  lady  she 
served,  she  never  volunteered  any  information,  nor  could 
any  one  draw  her  out.  It  was  well  understood  amongst 
his  acquaintances  that  any  questions  to  Grourlay  regard- 
ing his  mother  would  have  been  resented  as  an  un- 
pardonable insult,  so  no  one  ventured  to  speak  of 
the  old  lady  to  him.  Curiosity,  powerful  quality  as  it 
is  of  the  human  mind,  was  stifled,  rather  than  any  risk 
should  be  run  of  losing  the  great  man's  friendship. 
Such  is  the  power  of  gold. 

Of  course  it  can  readily  be  supposed  that  a  gentle- 
man of  such  unbounded  popularity,  and  of  such  profuse 
generosity,  and  who,  moreover,  seemed  to  have 
unlimited  wealth  at  his  command,  would  be  in  great 
request  for  public  offices.  He  might  not  only  have 
been  Provost,  but  an  M.P  to  boot,  for  a  constituency 
could  easily  have  been  found  that  would  have  sent  him 
to  the  House  of  Commons  with  an  enormous  majority 
But  he  resolutely  declined  all  offers  and  proposals  that 
were  made  to  him.  He  preferred  the  dolce  far  niente 
to  the  sweets  of  office.  A  love  of  pleasure  was  his 
weakness,  and  he  revelled  in  luxury ;  and  to  be  con- 
sidered and  known  as  an  epicure  and  Sybarite  was  his 
sole  ambition.  The  only  business  connection  he  had 
was  a  directorship  of  a  small  bank,  and  the  management 
of  the  branch  office  of  a  very  large  and  wealthy 
insurance  office,  the  head-quarters  of  which  were  in 
London.     He  had  been  associated  with  the  bank  about 
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thirteen  years,  but  not  all  that  time  as  a  director,  for  he 
had  commenced  in  the  humble  capacity  of  a  ledger  clerk. 
Two  years  later  lie  became  an  agent  for  the  insurance 
office,  and  very  soon  got  the  entire  control  and  manage- 
ment of  the  concern. 

It  has  been  necessary  for  me  to  speak  of  Mr. 
Grourlay  and  his  mode  of  life  at  some  length  and  with 
a  regard  for  detail,  because  by  so  doing  I  shall  be  able 
to  make  what  follows  more  intelligible  to  the  reader. 
At  the  period  to  which  I  am  alluding  Grourlay  was  in 
the  zenith  of  his  power  and  influence,  so  far  as  being 
able  to  attract  people  around  him  was  concerned,  and 
had  any  one  at  that  time  ventured  to  suggest  he  was 
not  quite  as  honest  as  he  might  be,  such  a  person 
would  have  subjected  himself  to  a  storm  of  indignation. 

But  now  a  curious  thing  happened.  In  the 
insurance  office  over  which  Mr.  Grourlay  ruled  a  man 
by  the  name  of  Richard  Wheeler  had  been  employed 
for  a  number  of  years  as  bookkeeper.  In  a  general 
way  he  bore  a  good  character  ;  he  was  a  married  man 
with  two  children,  but  seemed  to  have  a  weakness  for 
convivial  society  and  horse-racing.  Not  that  he  indulged 
in  the  latter  to  any  very  considerable  extent,  but  he  had 
been  known  to  lose  as  much  as  four  and  five  hundred 
pounds  at  one  fell  swoop ;  and  certain  people  naturally 
asked  how  a  bookkeeper,  who  was  dependent  upon  his 
salary,  could  afford  to  drop  so  much  money  and  seem 
none  the  worse  for  it.  The  mystery,  however,  was 
explained  one  clay  when  the  rumour  ran  that  Richard 
Wheeler  had  absconded,  and  that  his  books  at  the  office 
showed  serious  defalcations.  I  received  instructions  to 
try  and  effect  the  arrest  of  Wheeler,  and  in  order  that 
I  might  get  some  particulars  about  him  I  waited  upon 
Mr.  Grourlay  at  his  house.     It  was  my  first  introduction 
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to  him,  and  the  first  time  I  had  ever  been  on  his 
premises.  I  knew  him  well  enough  by  sight,  but  had 
never  before  spoken  to  him.  I  was  struck  by  his 
affability  and  general  charm  of  manner,  no  less  than 
by  the  princely  appointments  of  his  house.  But  when 
we  came  to  business  he  astonished  me  by  a  very  evident 
reluctance  to  give  me  such  information  with  regard  to 
Wheeler  as  I  deemed  necessary . 

"  The  fact  is,"  he  said,  "  until  the  books  have  been 
thoroughly  overhauled  it  is  impossible  to  say  whether 
"Wheeler  has  robbed  the  Company  or  not.  As  far  as  I 
know  at  present,  I  don't  think  he  has." 

"  Why  has  he  bolted,  then  ?  "  I  asked,  betraying  the 
surprise  I  felt. 

"  That  I  cannot  say.     I  can  only  conjecture." 

"  But  what  are  your  conjectures,  Mr.  Grouiiay  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  that  I  ought  to  put  them  into 
words,  in  the  absence  of  anything  like  proof,  but  I  think 
you  will  find  that  domestic  affairs  have  had  something 
to  do  with  his  going  away." 

The  result  of  my  interview  with  Mr.  Grourlay,  and  of 
what  he  said,  was  that  I  called  on  Mrs.  Wheeler,  and 
found  her  in  the  greatest  distress  about  her  husband. 
But  my  questions  elicited  from  her  that  her  domestic 
life  had  been  very  happy.  Nothing  had  ever  occurred 
between  her  and  her  husband  that  would  in  any  way 
account  for  his  leaving  her.  She  acknowledged  that  he 
was  a  reticent  man,  and,  though  he  denied  her  and  her 
children  nothing,  he  did  not  make  a  confidante  of  her, 
and  she  knew  little  of  his  affairs. 

I  asked  her  if  she  had  never  felt  surprise  that  her 
husband  should  have  been  able  to  keep  up  so  much  style 
on  his  salary  as  a  bookkeeper,  and  she  assured  me  that 
she  had  no  idea  what  his  salary  was;    and  she  was 
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moreover,  under  the  impression  that  he  won  large  sums 
of  money  on  horse-racing. 

Although  there  was  nothing  in  the  lady's  manner  to 
warrant  me  in  thinking  she  was  deceiving  me,  I  did  not 
altogether  feel  satisfied.  But,  from  what  I  saw  of  her, 
and  what  I  heard  from  other  sources,  I  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  she  had  purposely  refrained  from  learning 
anything  about  her  husband's  habits.  She  was  content, 
perhaps,  to  believe  that  all  was  right ;  and,  as  long  as 
she  got  what  she  wanted,  she  did  not  consider  it  policy 
to  inquire  too  closely  where  it  came  from.  Although 
I  kept  my  thoughts  to  myself,  I  felt  very  far  from  satis- 
fied with  the  spirit  in  which  Mr.  Grourlay  had  met  me. 
As  I  have  already  said,  I  did  not  think  that  Mrs. 
Wheeler  was  deceiving  me ;  in  fact,  I  felt  pretty  sure 
that  she  was  really  in  entire  ignorance  of  her  husband's 
whereabouts. 

It  appeared  that  the  information  about  Wheeler's 
embezzlement  had  come  from  the  head  clerk  of  the  office, 
a  Mr.  Philip  Adair,  and  having  failed  to  make  anything 
of  the  manager,  I  turned  my  attention  to  Adair.  He 
was  a  quiet,  unostentatious  man  verging  on  sixty-five 
years  of  age.  He  had  only  been  with  the  Company  about 
two  and  a  half  years.  He  stepped  into  the  position  of  a 
man  who  had  died,  and  previous  to  getting  that  situation 
he  had  been  a  "policy  clerk"  in  another  insurance 
office,  a  post  he  had  held  for  fifteen  years. 

I  found  that  he,  like  the  manager,  was  not  disposed  to 
be  communicative,  though  it  very  soon  came  out  that  he 
had  been  cautioned  by  the  manager  not  to  say  anything 
until  the  books  had  been  thoroughly  examined. 

"  But  you  do  not  withdraw  your  accusation  against 
Wheeler  ?  "  I  asked  pointedly. 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  " 
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"  And  there  is  no  doubt  about  Wheeler  having 
embezzled  the  funds  of  the  Company  ?  " 

"  None  whatever." 

"  Then  why  are  you  reluctant  to  give  me  all  the 
information  you  are  possessed  of  ?  " 

"  The  fact  is,"  he  answered,  "  after  I  had  communi- 
cated with  the  police  in  the  first  instance,  Mr.  Grourlay 
was  very  angry  with  me." 

"  But  why  angry  with  you  ?  "  I  exclaimed. 

"  Well,  he  said  it  was  no  use  making  the  affair 
public  until  we  had  fully  ascertained  the  extent  of 
Wheeler's  misdoings." 

"  I  thought  you  had  already  done  so." 

"  Not  wholly  so ;  and  before  I  can  do  so  it  will  be 
necessary  to  go  through  what  we  call  our  balance 
ledger,  and  check  that  with  the  bank  pass-book,  and 
both  those  books  are  under  the  control  of  Mr.  Gourlay." 

"  But  surely  it  is  to  Mr.  Grourlay's  interest  to  have 
the  books  examined  immediately  ?  "  I  remarked,  my 
astonishment  growing. 

"  I — don't — know  that  it  is,"  answered  Mr.  Adair 
slowly,  and  with  great  stress  on  his  words.  I  looked 
hard  at  him  for  some  moments,  trying  to  read  his 
thoughts,  and  then  I  put  this  point-blank  question  — 

"  Do  you  suspect  that  Mr.  Grourlay  has  some  sinister 
motive  in  trying  to  screen  Wheeler  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  what  I  suspect,"  was  the 
answer.  "  My  thoughts  are  my  own,  and  nothing  can 
compel  me  to  utter  them  unless  I  like.  You  see, 
I  am  a  servant,  and  an  old  man,  and  I  cannot  afford 
to  lose  my  situation.  You  are  a  detective  used  to 
unravelling  tangled  skeins,  and  you  must  make  the 
best  of  what  I  have  said.  If  you  succeed  in  arresting 
Wheeler,   it  may   probably — I   only   say  probably — 
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be   the    means    of    bringing   some    startling    facts    to 
light." 

"  I  have  but  one  more  question  to  put  at  present,"  I 
said.  "  Roughly  speaking,  what  do  you  think  the 
amount  of  Wheeler's  defalcations  will  tot  up  to  ?  " 

"  As  far  as  I  can  tell  just  now,  I  should  say  not  far 
short  of  five  or  six  thousand  pounds.  Indeed,  it  may 
be  very  much  more  than  that.  My  own  impression  is 
the  whole  business  wants  thoroughly  overhauling. 
There  is  something  rotten  somewhere,  but  I  am  not 
going  to  say  anything  more." 

On  leaving  Mr.  Adair  I  felt  that  he  had  afforded  me 
food  for  reflection,  and,  though  in  the  meantime  my 
only  business  was  to  arrest  Wheeler  if  possible,  I  couvld 
not  help  feeling  that  if  the  old  man  was  correct  in  his 
surmises,  matters  certainly  did  want  looking  into. 
Knowing  as  I  did,  however,  that  Adair  was  liable  to 
lose  his  situation  if  what  he  had  said  to  me  should  reach 
the  ears  of  Gourlay,  who  was  to  all  intents  and  purposes 
his  employer — for  he  had  the  power  to  discharge  him  at 
a  week's  notice — I  decided  to  keep  my  suspicions  to 
myself  for  the  time  being. 

Within  a  day  or  two,  however,  of  that  interview  a 
new  development  took  place  in  the  arrival  from  London 
of  one  of  the  directors  of  the  Company-  This  was  Sir 
Thomas  Aspden,  a  gentleman  exceedingly  well  known  in 
the  financial  world.  He  sent  for  meat  once,  and  informed 
me  that  Mr.  Grourlay  had  informed  the  Board  of 
Wheeler's  embezzlement,  but  spoke  lightly  of  it,  saying 
that  so  far  as  could  then  be  ascertained  the  amount 
purloined  was  trifling.  On  the  strength  of  this,  the 
directors  would  not  have  interfered  in  the  matter,  had 
it  not  been  for  an  anonymous  letter  they  had  received. 
wherein   they    were    strongly   advised   to   institute   a 
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thorough,  investigation  of  all  the  affairs  of  the  Edin- 
burgh  branch  of  the  business,  and  above  all  the  writer 
impressed  upon  them  the  necessity  of  using  every  possible 
means  to  effect  Wheeler's  arrest. 

I  told  Sir  Thomas  that  I  would  do  all  I  could,  and 
promised  to  communicate  with  him  as  soon  as  I  got  any 
clue;  but  on  the  following  day  he  sent  me  an  urgent 
request  to  call  upon  him  at  once,  and  on  my  doing  so, 
he  told  me  that  the  huge  balance  ledger  of  the  business 
was  missing.  Consequently,  an  investigation  was 
rendered  imj)ossible. 

"  Whom  do  you  suspect  having  removed  it  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  say.  Adair  assures  me  that 
the  ledger  was  in  the  strong-room  just  before  Wheeler's 
flight,  and  the  strong-room  is  under  the  control  of  the 
manager." 

"  That  is  of  Mr.  Grourlay  ?  " 

"Yes." 

There  was  a  question  that  arose  in  my  mind  here, 
but  which  I  hesitated  to  put  to  Sir  Thomas,  until 
resolving  the  whole  matter  over  and  over,  and  looking 
at  it  from  all  points  of  view,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  it 
was  nothing  short  of  a  duty  on  my  part  to  ask  it,  so, 
turning  to  him,  I  said  with  deliberate  emphasis — 

"  Sir  Thomas,  do  you  think  it  in  the  least  degree 
likely  that  Mr.  (jourlay  has  a  reason  for  that  ledger  not 
being  found  ?  " 

"  God  bless  my  life  !  no,"  he  answered  quickly  and 
in  what  seemed  to  me  a  strong  tone  of  indignation. 
"  Why,  we  repose  the  greatest  confidence  in  our 
manager,  and  though  the  business  has  not  flourished, 
and,  indeed,  has  fallen  far  below  our  expectations, 
whatever  has  been  done  is  due  entirely   to  the   tact 


THE  STORY  OF  SOME  REMARKABLE  FRAUDS.    13 

and  energy  of  Mr.  Gourlay.  We  should  have  to  put 
our  shutters  up  in  Edinburgh  if  it  were  not  for 
him." 

"  That  is  your  deliberate  opinion  ?  " 

"  That  is  my  deliberate  opinion." 

In  the  face  of  this  I  could  not,  of  course,  proceed  any 
further  so  far  as  Grourlay  was  concerned,  though  Sir 
Thomas's  expression  of  confidence  in  Grourlay  did  not 
by  any  means  remove  from  my  mind  the  suspicion  that 
had  haunted  me  for  days — that  is,  ever  since  my 
interview  with  Grourlay  As  far  as  I  could  judge,  his 
actions  were  not  those  of  a  man  sincerely  desirous  of 
doing  all  he  could  to  bring  the  guilt  home  to  the 
suspected  person.  On  the  contraiy,  lie  had  thrown 
every  obstacle  in  the  way  of  an  investigation.  I  there- 
fore called  again  on  Mr.  Adair,  and  questioned  him 
with  a  view  to  elicit  his  opinion  with  regard  to  the 
missing  ledger.  But  he  seemed  to  have  become  more 
reticent  than  ever.  It  was  not  difficult,  however,  to 
def ermine  that  his  lips  were  scaled  with  the  fear  of 
getting  himself  into  trouble.  I  inferred  that,  whatever 
his  suspicions — and  though  they  might  be  very  well 
founded — he  was  not  in  possession  of  such  proofs  as 
would  warrant  him  in  setting  himself  in  opposition  to 
Grourlay.  A-t  least,  such  was  the  deduction  I  made,  and 
yet  I  should  have  been  prepared  to  stake  a  good  deal 
that  the  author  of  the  anonymous  letter  that  had 
brought  Sir  Thomas  Aspden  to  Edinburgh  was  Adair 
himself.  But  the  first  thing  to  do  was  to  try  and  get 
hold  of  Wheeler,  and  I  now  set  myself  seriously  to 
■work  to  discover  his  whereabouts,  nor  could  I  forget 
what  old  Adair  had  said — "  If  you  succeed  in  arresting 
Wheeler,  it  may  probably  be  the  means  of  bringing 
some  startling  facts  to  light." 
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Every  detective  of  any  experience  knows  that  in  all 
cases  of  crime,  if  a  woman  is  in  any  way  connected  with 
the  case,  and  a  oluo  is  wanted,  the  woman  is  almost 
certain  to  afford  it.  That  is,  that  though  she  may  try 
in  every  way  to  screen  the  criminal,  she  will,  by  some 
incautious  action,  give  him  away  sooner  or  later.  This 
may  be  explained  by  the  hard  fact  that  a  woman  as  a 
rule  lacks  the  tact  and  caution  of  a  man,  although  she 
is  often  quicker  witted  and  keener  sighted  than  he  is. 
But  she  does  not  reason  in  the  same  way,  and  is  apt  to 
overlook  small  details  that  a  man  sees.  Bearing  this 
in  mind,  I  kept  a  close  watch  on  Mrs.  Wheeler,  hoping 
to  find  out  her  husband's  whereabouts  through  her  ;  and 
in  the  meantime,  both  for  my  own  satisfaction  and  with 
a  view  to  possibilities,  I  made  it  my  business  to  learn  all 
I  could  about  Mr.  Grourlay,  and  what  I  did  learn  I  have 
placed  before  the  reader  in  the  first  part  of  this  narra- 
tive. Perhaps  I  need  scarcely  say  that  there  were  many 
things  in  connection  with  his  mode  of  life  and  his 
antecedents  which  justified  my  suspicions.  Those  things 
wanted  a  good  deal  of  explanation  to  make  them  seem 
like  the  acts  and  deeds  of  a  thoroughly  honest  man. 
But  what  was  most  strikingly  incongruous  was  his  lavish 
expenditure,  his  princely  style  of  living,  and  his  costly 
establishment.  Where  did  the  money  come  from  for 
all  this  ?  I  felt  convinced  that  if  the  true  answer  was 
given  to  the  question,  Mr.  Gourlay  would  have  found 
himself  in  an  awkward  position. 

►Several  weeks  passed  without  any  clue  to  Wheeler's 
whereabouts  being  forthcoming,  nor  was  the  missing 
ledger  discovered.  The  firm  of  accountants  who  had 
the  auditing  of  the  Company's  books  were  deputed  to 
investigate  the  matter,  though  they  confessed  them- 
selves quite  nonplussed  for  the  want  of  the  missing 
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ledger.  But  I  learned  that  they  were  fully  convinced 
the  business  needed  thoroughly  looking  into,  and  they 
were  equally  of  opinion  that  everything  was  exceed- 
ingly unsatisfactory.  The  report  which  they  furnished 
to  the  London  establishment  determined  the  directors 
to  overhaul  the  business,  and  as  a  preliminary  step 
they  requested  Mr.  Gourlay  to  go  to  London  to  attend 
:i  conference.  It  was  during  his  absence  that  I  at  last 
got  the  longed-for  clue  to  Wheeler's  hiding-place. 

One  day  Mrs.  Wheeler  called  at  a  local  post-office, 
where  she  was  well  known,  and  asked  them  to  cash  a 
ten-pound  English  bank-note.  A  day  or  two  later  she 
changed  a  twenty-pound  note  at  the  same  place,  and 
within  a  week  she  took  a  post-office  order  there  for  ten 
pounds  ;  but  as  it  was  payable  at  the  General  Post 
Office,  the  local  people,  of  course,  could  not  give  her  the 
money  for  it,  and  told  her  she  must  go  to  the  General. 
Now,  I  got  to  know  of  these  transactions,  and  I  ascer- 
tained at  the  General  Post  Office  that  the  money-order 
had  come  from  Liverpool,  and  the  sender  was  given  as 
"  Emily  Sinclair."  I  now  began  to  think  that  the 
scent  was  getting  warm,  for  I  inferred  that  "  Emily 
Sinclair  "  was  the  long-wanted  Wheeler,  and  that  by  a 
clumsy  blunder  Mrs.  Wheeler  had  given  her  husband 
away.  I  soon  discovered  too  that  the  lady  was  making 
preparations  for  departure  from  Edinburgh  by 
gradually  selling  off  her  furniture,  and  she  had  also 
given  the  necessary  legal  notice  to  her  landlord  to 
enable  her  to  vacate  her  house.  These  things  were 
very  significant  to  me,  and  the  inference  I  drew  was 
that  Wheeler  was  in  Liverpool,  and  she  was  going  to 
join  him  before  very  long. 

I  got  to  know  the  address  of  the  "  Emily  Sinclair  " 
who  had  sent  the  post-office  order,  and  I  found  it  out 
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in  this  way.  Mrs.  Wheeler  dispatched  a  large  parcel 
through  a  firm  of  carriers  to  Liverpool,  i  ie  parcel  being 
consigned  to  Mrs.  Emily  Sinclair,  whose  address,  of 
course,  was  given. 

I  at  once  started  for  Liverpool,  and  foui  d,  somewhat 
to  my  surprise,  I  honestly  confess,  that  Mrs.  Emily 
Sinclair  was  not  a  mythical  personage.  &he  was  con- 
sidered to  be  highly  respectable,  and  was  the  wife  of  a 
gentleman  who  occupied  an  important  position  in  a 
large  engineering  establishment.  My  business  now 
was  to  discover  in  what  way  Mrs.  Emily  Sinclair  was 
connected  with  Mrs.  Wheeler,  and  I  did  this  by  rather 
a  bold  move,  and  luck  favoured  me.  I  called  at  Mr. 
Sinclair's  business  place,  and  asked  him  point-blank  if 
he  knew  a  Mr.  Richard  Wheeler,  of  Edinburgh.  My 
idea  was  that  if  he  was  in  the  secret  he  would  betray 
himself  by  some  signs  of  confusion,  and  I  was  hardly 
prepared  for  his  straightforward  answer. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  he  said.     u  His  wife  is  my  sister-in-law." 

This  was  a  revelation,  a  keynote  to  what  had  been 
obscure,  and  now  all  was  plain.  Mrs.  Sinclair  was 
aiding  her  sister. 

"  Do  you  know  where  Mr.  Richard  Wheeler  is  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  Well,  I  expect  he  is  in  Edinburgh.  He  was  when 
I  last  heard  of  him." 

"  How  long  ago  is  that  ?  " 

"  Two  or  three  months,  I  should  think." 

"Are  you  not  aware  that  Mr.  Wheeler  has  left 
Edinburgh  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed,  I  am  not."  This  with  genuine  sur- 
prise.    "  When  did  he  leave  ?  " 

"  Some  time  ago,  and  I  am  anxious  to  discover 
where  he  is." 
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"  But  where  is  his  wife  ?  " 
"  In  Edinburgh." 

"  Can  you  not  get  his  address  from  her  ?  " 

"No.  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Sinclair,  your  sister-in-law's 
husband  is  wanted  to  answer  a  grave  charge  of 
embezzlement,  and  I  have  some  grounds  for  supposing 
that  he  is  in  Liverpool  at  the  present  moment." 

Mr.  Sinclair  fairly  staggered  as  I  made  this  announce- 
ment, and  clapping  his  hands  to  his  forehead,  he 
exclaimed  in  great  distress — 

"  My  Grod  !  is  it  possible  that  Dick  has  gone  wrong  '(  " 
Then  when  he  had  recovered  from  the  shock  a  little  he 
added — "  Now,  then,  much  that  has  been  mysterious  of 
late  on  my  wife's  part  is  explained." 

I  saw  that  he  was  very  greatly  cut  up,  and  I  told 
him  that  I  would,  not  add  to  his  grief  by  asking  him  to 
betray  his  relative  by  discovering  his  whereabouts 
to  me. 

"  It  is  but  human  nature,"  I  said,  "  that  your  wife 
should  endeavour  to  render  assistance  to  her  own  sister, 
and  if  you  will  not  put  her  on  her  guard  I  think  I  shall 
be  able  to  find  out  Wheeler's  hiding-place  myself." 

Mr.  Sinclair  was  so  keenly  distressed  that  it  was  some 
minutes  before  he  could  answer  me. 

"  If  Wheeler  has  done  wrong,"  he  said  at  last,  "  he 
must  answer  to  the  law  for  it,  and  it  would  be  wrong 
for  me  to  try  and  screen  him.  At  the  same  time  I 
greatly  appreciate  your  suggestion,  and  if  you  can  arrest 
him  without  any  assistance  from  me  I  prefer  that  you 
do  so.  Although  I  can  declare  solemnly  that  I  have 
not  seen  him  in  Liverpool,  and  don't  know  that  he  is 
here,  in  the  light  of  your  revelation  certain  movements 
lately  on  the  part  of  my  wife  are  fully  explained,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  she  knows  where  Wheeler  is.     Under  the 
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circumstances,  and  painful  though  my  position  is,  you 
can  count  on  my  not  putting  her  on  her  guard.  Blood 
is  thicker  than  water,  it  is  true  ;  but  still,  I  think, 
she  has  done  a  foolish  thing  in  not  taking  me  into 
her  confidence." 

"  No  doubt  she  thought  that  you  would  not  counten- 
ance her  little  deception." 

"  I  thank  you  for  the  compliment,  and  perhaps  you 
are  right.  Although  possibly  I  should  not  have  betrayed 
Wheeler,  I  should  have  declined  to  be  made  an  instru- 
ment for  endeavouring  to  screen  him  from  the  pursuit 
of  justice." 

I  parted  from  Mr.  Sinclair  greatly  impressed  with  his 
frankness  and  honesty,  and  relying  on  my  theory  about 
women  supplying  clues  by  short-sightedness  and 
blundering,  I  set  to  work  to  find  Wheeler  through  Mrs. 
Sinclair.  In  the  course  of  a  few  days  I  tracked  her 
from  her  house  to  a  house  in  a  quiet  and  obscure  suburb 
of  Liverpool,  and  in  that  house  I  soon  ascertained  that 
Wheeler,  under  the  name  of  Meldrum,  was  living. 
The  same  night  I  arrested  him. 

"  I  was  prepared  for  this,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  deep 
despair ;  "  and  yet  if  you  had  only  delayed  for  a  week 
I  should  have  been  on  my  way  to  America  with  my 
family." 

The  following  day,  after  some  legal  formalities,  I 
conveyed  him  to  Edinburgh.  He  volunteered  no  state- 
ment, and,  of  course,  I  had  no  right  to  question  him. 
He  was  terribhy  depressed,  and  I  tried  to  raise  his 
spirits  by  suggesting  that  by  making  a  full  and  clean 
breast  of  all  he  knew  he  might  possibly  so  far  aid  the 
course  of  justice  that  his  sentence  would  be  lightened 
should  he  be  convicted.  To  this  he  preserved  a  dogged 
silence,  and  the  subject  was  not  referred  to  again. 
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Perhaps  I  need  scarcely  tell  the  reader  that  the  legal 
processes  in  Scotland  in  a  case  of  this  kind  are  very 
different  to  what  they  are  in  England,  and  are  more  in 
favour  of  the  accused  person.  In  fact,  Scotch  law  in 
many  respects  seems  to  have  been  framed  by  amateur 
lawyers,  and  often  verges  on  the  ridiculous.  I  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying  that  if  I  stood  charged  with  a  crime 
I  would  much  prefer  to  be  tried  by  Scotch  law  than 
English  law.  Scotch  sentences  are  always  relatively 
lighter,  while  the  "  non  proven "  verdict  gives  the 
prisoner  a  greater  chance  of  escape.  It  is  a  stupid 
verdict,  and  ought  to  be  cleared  off  the  statute  book. 
However,  in  due  course,  Richard  Wheeler  was  ordered 
for  trial,  but  it  was  intimated  that  he  would  be  liberated 
on  bail,  and  the  bail  was  fixed,  himself  in  one  thousand 
pounds,  and  one  surety  in  two  thousand  pounds.  Both 
were  forthcoming,  the  surety  being  Air.  Grourlay.  That 
he  should  offer  himself  was  to  me  by  no  means  sur- 
prising ;  though  every  one  else  seemed  to  be  ut(  erly 
amazed,  and  many  people  said  that,  since  the  great  and 
good  Grourlay  had  such  faith  in  Wheeler,  it  was  pretty 
evident  the  accused  man's  crime  was  not  serious. 

But  in  the  meantime  Sir  Thomas  Aspden  returned 
to  Edinburgh,  and  had  several  interviews  with  me,  and 
it  was  soon  manifest  that  his  views  with  regard  to 
Grourlay  had  undergone  a  very  radical  change.  His 
faith  had  been  severely  shaken,  and  things  had  come 
to  his  ears  which  left  no  doubt  that  heavy  frauds  had 
been  committed  by  somebody.  Mr.  Grourlay's  income 
from  his  connection  with  the  bank  and  the  insurance 
office  was  slightly  under  two  thousand  a  year,  yet  he 
was  living  at  the  rate  of  seven  or  eight  thousand. 
Where  did  the  difference  between  the  two  and  seven  or 
eight  come  from  ? 

c  2 


20  WANTED  t 

I  had  sometime  before  asked  myself  an  analogous 
question,  and  had  said  if  the  true  answer  was  forth- 
coming there  would  be  a  revelation.  It  was  very  clear 
now  that  the  tide  was  turning  against  Gkmrlay,  and 
suspicion,  which  had  only  hitherto  been  a  faint  whisper, 
swelled  to  a  very  audible  murmur,  and  some  of  his 
staunchest  adherents  began  to  waver  in  their  faith.  It 
was  the  old  story  about  giving  a  dog  a  bad  name. 
When  Mr.  Adair  saw  that  his  position  was  no  longer 
jeopardized  he  spoke  his  mind  freely,  and  did  not 
hesitate  to  express  an  opinion  that  the  great  ledger  had 
been  removed  from  the  office  by  Gfourlay  himself. 
That  statement  did  not  surprise  me  by  any  means,  but 
it  did  surprise  Sir  Thomas  Aspden,  though  he  was  soon 
convinced  there  was  truth  in  it.  The  result  was  that 
Sir  Thomas  decided  that  he,  the  accountants,  and  the 
employes  should  meet  in  the  office  in  order  to  make  an 
investigation,  and  Gourlay  was  asked  to  attend.  He 
did  so,  and  was  subjected  to  severe  questioning  on  the 
part  of  Sir  Thomas  and  the  auditors.  He  affected  to  be 
highly  indignant  at  the  aspersions  on  his  honesty,  and 
with  passion  and  warmth  he  exclaimed — 

"  I  will  not  remain  here  another  moment  to  be 
insulted.  If  you  want  me,  you  know  where  to  find  me. 
I  shall  be  at  my  house,  and  should  I  happen  to  go  out, 
I  shall  leave  word  where  I  have  gone  to." 

Having  thus  delivered  himself,  he  left  the  office  in 
high  dudgeon,  but  he  felt  and  knew  that  his  knell  had 
struck.  For  years  he  had  revelled  in  all  the  luxury 
that  wealth  could  purchase,  but  the  end  had  come,  and 
the  sources  of  that  wealth  were  shut  off. 

From  the  office  he  must  have  gone  straight  to  his 
home,  and  made  hurried  preparations  for  flight,  for 
when  the  next  day  dawned,  it  began  to  be  rumoured 
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that  both  Grourlay  and  Wheeler  were  missing.  Inquiry 
proved  this  to  he  true.  They  had  both  left  the 
previous  night.  As  soon  as  their  flight  was  discovered, 
the  telegraph  was  put  in  motion,  in  the  hope  that  their 
course  might  be  cut  short  before  they  got  out  of  the 
country.  But  when  the  night  came,  we  were  without 
any  news  of  their  arrest,  and  I  felt  then  that  they  had 
succeeded  in  quitting  England.  In  the  meantime,  on 
my  advice,  Sir  Thomas  Aspden  applied  for  an  attach- 
ment of  all  Grourlay's  property,  and  this  was  at  once 
granted.  His  escape  had  been  so  well  planned  and 
arranged  for,  that  not  one  of  the  servants  knew  he  was 
going  out  of  town ;  and  he  had  not  even  informed  his 
mother.  When  the  old  lady  heard  the  news,  she  was 
stricken  with  what  seemed  mortal  grief,  and  in  her 
anguish  exclaimed — 

"  I  knew  it  would  como — I  knew  it  would  come  ! 
For  years  he  has  lived  on  a  powder  mine,  and  it  has 
exploded  at  last." 

In  an  interview  I  had  with  the  poor  old  creature,  I 
elicited  the  fact  that  she  had,  by  some  means  or  other, 
been  fully  aware  of  her  son's  evil  doings.  But  the 
motherdove  was  stronger  than  all  other  feelings,  and 
she  had  held  her  peace.  The  dreadful  knowledge, 
however,  had  preyed  upon  her  mind,  and  made  her  a 
silent,  unhappy  woman.  She  resolved  from  the  first, 
although  living  under  his  roof,  to  take  no  part  in  his 
gaieties,  and  to  seclude  herself  from  all  his  associates. 
Hence  the  mysterious  life  she  led. 

I  next  directed  my  attention  to  trying  to  find  the 
missing  ledger.  It  was  a  huge  book,  and  could  not 
conveniently  have  been  destroyed.  I  discovered  it  at 
la>t  in  the  lumber-room  of  the  house,  hidden  behind 
some  boxes. 
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As  soon  as  the  book  had  been  returned  to  the  office,  the 
accountants  set  to  work  to  examine  it,  and  gradually 
they  brought  to  light  such  an  astounding  state  of 
matters  that  they  seemed  almost  incredible.  Gourlay 
had  defrauded  the  office  out  of  more  than  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds,  and  it  was  pretty  certain  that  he 
had  been  assisted  by  Wheeler,  although  Wheeler 
would  seem  to  have  been  nothing  more  than  a  tool. 
At  any  rate,  he  got  a  very  small  portion  of  the  plunder. 

Of  course,  if  the  books  had  been  properly  kept,  such 
a  gigantic  fraud  would  have  been  impossible.  But, 
astounding  as  it  seems,  the  system  pursued  in  the 
office  was  to  make  the  bank  pass-book  the  basis  for  the 
ledger  accounts,  instead  of  entering  all  transactions  in 
the  ledger  first,  and  checking  the  ledger  afterwards  by 
the  pass-book.  Instead  of  the  branch  business  having 
been  a  struggling  one,  as  the  directors  in  London 
supposed  it  was,  it  had  flourished  tremendously,  but  the 
money  had  gone  to  enrich  Grourlay  ;  and  he  had  spent 
his  ill-gotten  gains  in  riotous  living,  and  useless,  lavish 
display.  The  means  he  had  pursued  were  simple 
enough  in  themselves.  He  falsified  the  bauk  pass-book, 
destroyed  the  misappropriated  cheques,  and  thus 
rendered  discovery  as  long  as  he  had  control  exceed- 
ingly unlikely.  By  some  clever  means,  he  erased 
figures  from  the  bank-book,  and  added  others  in  their 
places,  so  as  to  make  the  balances  right.  And  he 
entered  policies  as  having  been  paid,  but  which  had  not 
only  never  been  paid,  but  which  absolutely  had  no 
existence  save  in  the  ingenious  and  inventive  brain  of 
Mr.  Grourlay.  Any  one  with  a  knowledge  of  fio-ures 
will  thus  see  how  enormous  sums  could  be  abstracted, 
without  much  fear  of  detection,  so  long  as  the  defrauder 
kept  his  head  clear,  and  had  matters  under  his  own 
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control.  It  is  difficult,  of  course,  to  understand  how 
the  manipulated  pass-book  should  have  escaped  the 
scrutiny  of  the  bank  officials,  but  that  it  did  so  is  on 
record,  and  for  years  Q-ourlay's  cleverness  had  defied 
detection.  If  there  had  been  equal  cleverness  on  the 
part  of  Wheeler,  the  two  might  have  gone  on  for  a 
considerable  time  longer.  But  he  was  clumsy,  and  had 
blundered,  and  his  blundering  had  pricked  the  bubble  ; 
although  Mr.  Adair  had  suspected  for  some  time  that 
things  were  going  wrong. 

As  may  well  be  imagined,  the  discovery  of  the  frauds 
caused  a  tremendous  sensation  in  the  financial  world, 
and  it  came  like  a  bombshell  to  the  fawners  and 
sycophants  who  had  sponged  on  Grourlay.  It  is  also  a 
remarkable  fact  that  notwithstanding  the  large  sums  of 
money  that  passed  through  Gouiiay's  hands  he  was 
heavily  in  debt ;  for,  as  it  was  believed  he  was  wealthy, 
his  credit  was  unlimited,  and  now  his  creditors  were 
aghast,  but  proceedings  in  bankruptcy  were  immediately 
taken  and  a  receiver  appointed.  In  view  of  possibilities, 
he  had  made  provision  for  his  mother  by  purchasing 
her  an  annuity  for  five  hundred  pounds,  and  the  poor 
old  lady,  with  whom  most  people  sympathized,  retired 
into  obscurity,  though  the  shock  of  the  expose  so  told 
upon  her  that  she  was  seized  with  sudden  illness,  and 
speedily  sank,  dying  within  two  months  of  her  son's  flight. 

In  the  meantime,  no  means  had  been  left  untried  to 
bring  about  the  arrest  of  Grourlay  and  his  con- 
federate. But  it  was  clearly  proved  that  they  crossed 
the  Channel  and  proceeded  to  Spain,  where  they  were 
secure.  When  the  news  of  Mrs.  Gourlay's  death,  how- 
ever, gained  publicity,  her  unworthy  son  seems  to  have 
been  stricken  with  remorse,  and  though  his  companion 
decided  to  remain  in  his  safe  retreat,  he  himself  returned 
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to  England  and  gave  himself  up.  He  afforded  in- 
formation and  assistance  that  were  the  means  of  a  large 
sum  being  recovered  for  the  benefit  of  his  creditors. 
His  beautiful  house,  with  all  its  superb  fittings  and 
furniture,  was  brought  to  the  hammer,  together  with  his 
carriages,  horses,  plate,  and  other  things ;  but,  as  is 
always  the  case,  the  amount  realized  fell  far  short  of 
what  had  been  spent  on  them. 

In  the  meantime,  Grourlay  was  brought  to  trial  in 
Edinburgh,  and  notwithstanding  his  weight  of  guilt 
and  the  tremendous  loss  his  employers  had  sustained, 
he  only  received  the  comparatively  light  sentence  of 
five  years'  imprisonment.  But  the  wretched  fellow 
knew  that  his  life  was  practically  done.  He  had 
revelled  in  sunshine  for  some  time,  but  the  storm  had 
burst  upon  him  suddenly  and  crushed  him.  The 
change  from  the  life  of  a  Sybarite  to  that  of  a  felon  in 
a  criminal  prison  was  too  much  for  him.  Unable  to 
endure  it,  he  one  night  closed  his  earthly  record  by 
hanging  himself  in  his  cell  by  means  of  a  sheet  torn 
into  strips.  That  he  was  a  clever  man  goes  without 
saying,  and  with  all  his  natural  advantages  he  might 
have  taken  high  and  honourable  position  amongst  his 
fellow-men.  But  he  chose  a  course  of  crime  as  a 
shorter  way  to  wealth,  and  found,  as  all  evil-doers  do, 
that  there  can  be  no  happiness  where  there  is  no 
honesty ;  and  that  the  ways  of  guilt  are  ever  dark  and 
tortuous,  while  the  end  is  shame  and  ignominy  - 

Wheeler  was  never  caught.  Probably  his  conscience 
was  less  sensitive  to  remorse  than  his  guilty  companion, 
or  his  guilt  being  proportionately  lighter  did  not  aifect 
him  in  the  same  way.  At  any  rate,  he  did  not  return, 
and  I  have  reason  to  know  that  his  wife  and  children 
subsequently  joined  him  abroad. 
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For  many  years  Dr.  William  Albert  Simson  resided  in 
a  somewhat  isolated  house  in  the  Stretford  Road,  near 
Old  Trafford,  Manchester,  where  he  practised  and 
carried  on  his  profession.  It  was  before  Stretford  Road 
had  become  one  long  monotonous  street  as  it  is  now. 
At  that  period  the  houses  did  not  extend  much  above 
the  junction  of  tbe  Chorlton  Road,  or,  at  any  rate,  what 
houses  there  were,  were  detached  or  semi-detached ; 
and  the  country  on  either  side  was  open  and  wooded. 
Manchester  has  the  unenviable  notoriety  of  being  one  of 
the  most  hideously  ugly  cities  in  the  kingdom ;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  it  has  the  advantage  over  many  other 
cities  that  rank  in  the  same  category  of  being  possessed 
of  most  charming  suburbs.  The  speculative  builder, 
however,  has  long  been  doing  his  best  to  destroy  all  the 
beauty  that  the  suburbs  possessed,  and  the  Stretford 
Road,  as  I  knew  it  in  the  days  of  my  youth,  no  longer 
exists.  Its  picturesqueness  has  been  quite  destroyed  ; 
the  wide  open  stretches  of  fields  are  now  covered  with 
miles  and  miles  of  monotonous,  squalid,  ugly  rows  of 
houses,  devoid  of  all  architectural  beauty,  and  madden- 
ing in  their  similarity  to  each  other.  The  trees  have 
all  been  cut  down,  and  the  hedgerows  swept  away, 
while  the  grimy,  overgrown,  dirty  town  has  pushed 
its  way  far  beyond  Old  Trafford  itself,  which  was 
formerly  a  delightful  bit  of  country.  However,  this  is 
by  the  way,  and  the  recollection  of  what  Stretford  Road 
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was  at  the  time  the  case  occurred  that  I  am  abcut  to 
relate,  and  what  it  is  now,  is  responsible  for  my 
remarks. 

Dr.  Simson  was  a  man  whom  nature  had  peculiarly 
favoured,  for  he  was  a  fine,  handsome-looking  fellow, 
with  an  exceedingly  good  appearance  and  command- 
ing presence.  Physically,  it  might  be  said,  he  lacked 
nothing  that  could  possibly  make  him  attractive. 
In  this  case,  however,  this  was  rather  a  misfortune 
than  otherwise,  for  he  was  young  —  a  little  over 
thirty — and  somewhat  wanting  in  that  stability  of 
character  and  purpose  which  are  indispensable  to  a 
professional  man  who  is  desirous  of  living  beyond  the 
reach  of  scandal.  Simson  was  a  married  man  with  two 
young  children,  a  girl  and  boy ;  but  notwithstanding 
this,  it  was  said  that  he  was  much  given  to  flirtation, 
and  stories  were  rife  that  female  patients  of  his  had 
fallen  desperately  in  love  with  him,  and  that  he  had 
been  too  weak  to  resist  their  blandishments.  I  merely 
mention  this  for  what  it  is  worth.  But  it  is  pretty 
certain  that  he  owed  his  subsequent  troubles  in  a 
large  measure  to  the  crystallized  belief  that  his 
matrimonal  bonds  were  irksome  to  him,  and  that  he 
sighed  to  be  a  free  lance.  As  he  was  accounted 
clever,  his  practice  was  large,  larger  perhaps  than 
that  of  any  of  his  local  brethren,  and  this  in  itself 
made  him  an  object  of  a  good  deal  of  envy  and  jealousy, 
for  alas  !  unhappily,  human  nature  is  incapable  of  being 
generous  when  it  considers  itself  neglected.  In 
Sanson's  case  some  very  hard  things  were  said  about 
him,  and  there  is  little  doubt  that  there  was  a  tacit 
cabal  amongst  his  local  colleagues  to  ruin  him.  But  he 
6eemed  to  be  indifferent  to  all  this,  for  while  his 
pleasant,  gentlemanly  manner,  to  say  nothing  of  his 


A  DYING  CONFESSION.  27 

good  looks,  made  Mm  a  favourite  with  ladies,  his 
acknowledged  ability  as  a  medical  man  caused  a  large 
general  demand  for  his  services. 

It  would  seem,  therefore,  as  if  this  young  medico 
held  at  that  time  fortune  and  fame  at  his  disposal. 
Within  certain  limits  this  was  true,  but  there 
were  causes  at  work  which  were  surely  tending  to 
do  that  which  his  detractors  were  incapable  of 
doing,  namely,  to  blast  his  reputation  and  ruin  his 
prospects. 

As  there  is  no  fruit  so  fair  but  it  may  have  a  worm 
at  its  core,  so  there  is  no  home,  however  well  it  may 
seem  to  be  ordered,  but  has  its  skeleton ;  and  Dr. 
Simson's  home  was  no  exception.  Indeed,  it  may  be 
said  that  his  skeleton  was  a  very  grim  thing  indeed,  for 
its  name  was  "the  green-ejed  monster." 

His  wife  was  older  than  he  was,  and  was  accounted 
"plain-looking"  even  by  her  best  friends.  Perhaps, 
when  all  the  circumstances  and  conditions  are  con- 
sidered, it  was  natural  —  having  regard  to  the 
constitution  of  human  nature — that  the  lady  should  be 
jealous  of  her  husband.  But  had  she  been  a  wise 
woman,  she  would  have  refrained  from  "  constantly 
nagging  at  him,"  as  it  was  said  she  did,  and  from 
making  his  home-life  unbearable.  Whatever  his  faults 
were,  it  may  be  doubted  if  they  were  so  heinous  as  to 
justify  his  wife  in  destroying  his  peace  and  happiness, 
and  of  surrounding  her  children  with  an  atmosphere  of 
discord  and  jealousy.  But  when  once  the  demon 
jealousy  takes  possession  of  a  woman's  breast,  common 
sense  flies  away.  Mrs.  Simson  evidently  considered 
herself  an  ill-used  creature,  and  that  being  so,  she  was 
resolved  that  her  husband's  life  shoidd  be  rendered  as 
uncomfortable  as  it  was  in  her  power  to  make  it. 
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In  the  interest  of  this  narrative  it  is  necessary  that 
the  constitution  of  the  doctor's  household  should  be 
referred  to  in  detail.  Besides  his  wife  and  two  children, 
there  were  a  cook,  two  housemaids,  a  general  servant, 
a  page  boy,  a  coachman,  a  stableman,  and  a  dispensary 
assistant;  and  last,  though  not  least,  a  nursery 
governess.  The  house  was  a  large  one,  and  no  doubt 
his  income  was  equal  to  the  calls  that  such  a  household 
would  make  upon  it.  At  any  rate,  he  lived  well,  and 
was  reputed  to  be  "  coining  money."  There  was  one 
very  strong  and  disturbing  element,  however,  in  the 
person  of  the  nursery  governess,  a  Miss  Phoebe 
Muirhead,  who  hailed  from  Glasgow.  This  young 
woman,  who  was  possessed  of  considerable  attractions  in 
the  shape  of  good  looks  and  figure,  was  the  cause  of  much 
heart-burning  and  bitterness  between  the  doctor  and  his 
wife.  Of  course,  it  was  a  very  old  story,  and  a  very 
vulgar  one,  and  afforded  one  more  item  of  painful 
evidence  of  the  inherent  weakness  of  human  nature. 
It  appeared  that  Mrs.  Simson  detested  Phcebe,  and 
wished  to  have  her  out  of  the  house  ;  but  the  doctor, 
with  high-handed  authority,  declared  that  he  was  and 
would  be  master  of  his  own  household ;  and  that,  as 
his  wife's  jealousy  was  as  stupid  as  it  was  ill-founded, 
he  would  not  concede  anything  to  her,  and  that  Phoebe 
should  remain.  And  remain  she  did,  with  the  result 
that  violent  discord  reigned  for  two  years  in  the  doctor's 
establishment.  No  prophet  was  needed  to  predict  that 
such  a  state  of  matters  could  not  last  for  any  great 
length  of  time,  and  the  culmination  could  hardly  fail  to 
be  exceedingly  disagreeable.  The  quarrels  between  the 
doctor  and  his  wife  grew  more  frequent  and  more 
violent,  and  they  mutually  separated  from  bed  and 
board    though    living    under    the    same    roof.     The 
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culminating  stage  was  reached  at  last,  when  one  day  a 
quarrel  more  violent  than  usual  occurred  between  the 
doctor  and  his  wife.  It  arose  from  some  very  unguarded 
a; ul  foolish  remark  made  by  Mrs.  Simson  about  Phoebe 
Muirhead  ;  and  this  being  resented  by  the  doctor, 
an  explosion  resulted.  It  was  said  that  he  so  far 
forgot  himself  as  to  strike  his  wife  ;  but  on  this  point 
there  was  a  conflict  of  evidence.  The  doctor  visited  his 
patients  as  usual,  returning  home  soon  after  midday,  when 
the  quarrel  was  renewed.  It  was  his  custom  to  see 
patients  at  his  house  from  two  to  four,  after  which  he 
again  went  out  visiting,  usually  returning  home 
between  six  and.  seven,  when  he  dined,  and  if  his 
services  were  not  in  demand  he  spent  the  evening  from 
home.  The  routine  was  necessarily  an  arbitrary  one, 
and  subject  to  many  alterations  by  the  exigencies  of  his 
calling ;  but  on  the  day  I  instanced  it  was  pretty 
closely  followed. 

When  he  had  had  his  dinner  he  went  to  his  wife's 
room  for  the  purpose,  as  he  himself  avowed,  of  trying 
to  appease  her  wrath.  But  in  this  he  was  not  success- 
ful, and  they  parted  in  stormy  anger.  He  left  the 
house  saying  he  would  be  back  about  ten ;  it  was  then 
a  little  after  eight.  An  hour  later  Mrs.  Simson  was 
seized  with  illness,  which  in  a  short  time  presented 
such  alarming  symptoms  that  a  neighbouring  doctor 
named  Reynolds  was  summoned.  Recognizing  the 
urgency  of  the  case,  and  yet  finding  a  difficulty  in 
diagnosing  it,  he  called  in  the  assistance  of  a  colleague, 
and  after  a  consultation  they  decided  that  the  unfor- 
tunate lady  was  suffering  from  the  efie  -ts  of  a  violent 
irritant  poison.  She  had  already  passed  into  a  stage  of 
delirium — collapse  ensued,  and  in  spite  of  everything 
they  tried,  she  gradually  sank  and  died. 
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An  hour  later  Dr.  Simson  returned  home,  and  it  was 
averred  that  when  he  heard  of  his  wife's  death  he 
seemed  glad. 

Of  course  the  circumstances  and  suddenness  of  the 
poor  woman's  decease  rendered  a  post-mortem  examina- 
tion indispensable,  with  the  result  that  it  was  proved 
beyond  doubt  that  death  was  due  to  the  administration 
of  cherry  laurel  water,  a  very  powerful  and  irritant 
poison,  the  effects  of  which  on  the  human  system  are 
extremely  rapid. 

In  Dr.  Simson's  surgery  there  was  found  a  bottle, 
not  quite  full,  of  the  cherry  laurel  water,  and  critical 
examination  proved  that  the  bottle  had  recently  been 
disturbed,  and  a  portion  of  its  contents  taken  out,  while 
a  basin  that  had  contained  soup  of  which  Mrs.  Simson 
had  partaken  gave  unmistakable  evidence  that  the 
soup  had  been  poisoned,  for  the  few  drops  remaining  in 
the  basin  were  found  by  analysis  to  be  impregnated 
with  the  deadly  liquid. 

On  the  face  of  it  it  seemed  clearly  a  case  of  murder 
or  suicide,  but  murder  being  the  most  probable,  Dr. 
Simson  was  arrested  and  charged  with  having  caused 
the  death  of  his  wife.  The  unhappy  life  that  he  had 
led  with  his  wife  and  the  causes  that  produced  that 
unhappiness  certainly  militated  strongly  against 
him,  and  there  was  a  very  generally  expressed  belief 
that  he  would  be  convicted.  His  preliminary  examina- 
tion resulted  in  his  being  committed  for  trial,  which 
subsequently  took  place  at  the  Assizes,  and  the  whole 
of  the  pitiable  story  as  I  have  related  it  was  duly 
unfolded.  The  evidence  that  was  tendered  by  the 
prosecution  was  of  the  most  superficial,  circumstantial 
charat  ter,  and  from  the  very  first  it  was  seen  to  be  so 
weak   as  to  render  a   conviction   highly  improbable. 
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Not  a  soul  was  brought  forward  who  could  swear  that 
Simson  had  ever  been  heard  to  threaten  his  wife,  who 
was  described  as  an  excitable  and  violent-tempered 
woman.  But  the  prosecution  urged  that  her 
excitability  and  violence  of  temper  were  due  to  her 
husband's  conduct.  On  the  other  hand,  one  witness 
swore  that  the  doctor  was  most  kind  to  his  wife,  and 
she  had  heard  her  on  more  than  one  occasion  threaten 
to  take  her  own  life.  This  witness  was  Phoebe  Muir- 
head,  and  though  she  was  subjected  to  a  long  and 
merciless  examination  at  the  hands  of  one  of  the  ablest 
counsel  of  the  day,  who  conducted  the  prosecution,  her 
evidence  was  not  shaken  in  the  least.  Of  course  Phoebe 
became  an  object  of  great  interest,  not  only  on  account 
of  her  good  looks,  but  from  her  self-possessed  manner 
and  her  extreme  coolness  under  the  legal  fire.  Indeed, 
it  was  said  that  she  was  one  of  the  most  remarkable  wit- 
nesses ever  examined  in  a  murder  trial.  Of  course,  the 
prosecution  did  everything  they  possibly  could  to  dis- 
credit her,  and  an  attempt  was  made  to  prove  that  there 
had  been  a  liaison  between  her  and  her  master,  and  that 
he  had  murdered  his  wife  in  order  that  he  might  marry 
Phoebe.  This  attempt,  however,  was  quite  a  failure,  for  it 
was  not  backed  up  by  one  jot  of  evidence,  and  all  the 
servants  of  the  household  spoke  to  the  doctor  being  an 
exceedingly  kind  and  good-natured  man.  The  trial 
extended  over  three  days,  and  resulted  in  the  acquittal 
of  the  accused,  who  was  most  skilfully  defended,  and 
the  theory  set  up  by  the  defence  was  that  of  suicide. 
So  plausible  indeed  was  this  made  to  appear  that  public 
opinion,  which  at  first  in  its  general  drift  had  been 
against  the  doctor,  completely  turned  in  his  favour,  and 
the  theory  of  suicide  was  considered  by  the  people  as 
being  clearly  established.     At  any  rate,  no  jury  could 
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possibly  have  convicted  the  prisoner  on  such  evidence 
as  that  which  was  given  against  him,  and  so  he  went 
forth  a  free  but  a  ruined  man.  That  is  so  far  as  his 
prospects  in  Manchester  were  concerned,  for  after 
having  stood  in  the  dock  charged  with  the  murder 
of  his  wife  his  professional  career  was  bound  to 
suffer.  At  any  rate,  although  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  sympathy  expressed  for  him,  and 
some  talk  was  made  of  a  testimonial,  he  resolved 
upon  quitting  the  town,  and  emphatically  declined 
to  be  the  recipient  of  any  practical  form  of 
sympathy.  After  his  acquittal  he  wrote  a  long  letter 
to  the  papers,  in  which  he  entirely  rebutted  the  charges 
that  had  been  made  against  his  honour  and  his 
character,  and  he  expressed  a  firm  conviction  that  his 
unhappy  wife's  infirmity  of  temper  had  led  her  to 
destroy  her  own  life,  and  as  she  had  a  considerable 
knowledge  of  drugs  and  free  access  to  his  dispensary, 
she  bad  no  difficulty  in  procuring  a  powerful  poison  for 
her  purpose.  He  further  averred  that  she  had  on  one 
or  two  occasions  spoken  to  him  of  the  deadly  and  rapid 
effects  of  cherry  laurel  water,  and  had  expressed  an 
opinion  that  death  through  its  instrumentality  would 
be  extremely  quick  and  well-nigh  painless. 

Now,  whether  his  statements  in  this  respect  were  true 
or  not  it  is  impossible  to  say  ;  but  at  any  rate  his  letter 
had  the  effect  of  causing  a  revulsion  of  feeling  against 
him  to  some  extent ;  for  people  said  that  if  he  was  aware 
of  his  wife's  likelihood  to  destroy  her  life,  he  should  not 
have  placed  temptation  in  her  way  by  allowing  her  to 
have  access  to  his  dispensary,  and  a  good  many  letters 
to  that  effect  were  published  ;  but  he  would  not  be  drawn 
into  any  controversy,  and  in  a  little  while  he  disposed 
of  his  practice  and  effects,  and  with  his  children  went  to 
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Australia.  A  rumour  was  subsequently  set  afloat  that 
he  had  taken  Phoebe  Muirhead  with  him  and  married 
her,  but  this  was  conclusively  proved  to  be  a  shameless 
falsehood. 

Let  me  state  here  that  I  had  nothing  whatever  to  do 
with  the  foregoing  case.  I  read  the  accounts  of  it  in 
the  papers,  and  was  much  interested  in  it  as  being  a 
very  human  drama  in  which  most  of  the  worst  passions 
of  our  common  nature  were  depicted.  But  little  did  I 
dream  then  that  it  was  reserved  for  me  to  give  the  grim 
truth  of  the  tragedy  to  the  world. 

Ten  years  passed  away,  and  the  lines  of  my  duty 
were  cast  in  Edinburgh.  I  had,  about  that  time,  been 
rather  prominently  before  the  public,  as  through  my 
instrumentality  a  gang  of  desperate  coiners  and  forgers 
had  been  broken  up,  and  most  of  the  members  brought 
to  book.  I  was  then  living  in  the  old  town,  and  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  College.  One 
evening  my  landlady — for  I  was  a  bachelor  and 
occupied  apartments — informed  me  that  a  woman 
wished  to  see  me,  and  on  going  to  the  door,  I 
found  an  old  woman  there  with  a  shawl  over  her 
head. 

"  You  are  Mr.  Donovan  ?  "  she  queried. 

"  I  am,"  I  answered. 

"  Well,  sir,"  she  said,  "  I  want  you  for  the  love  of 
Grod  to  come  with  me  to  a  poor  creature  who  is  dying, 
and  who  wants  to  tell  you  something." 

"  What  can  she  possibly  want  to  tell  me  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  ;  but  she  begged  and  prayed  of  me  to 
come  to  you,  and  ask  you  to  see  her." 

"  Who  is  she  ?  " 

"  She's  a  lodger  of  mine." 

"  What's  her  name  ?  " 
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"  She  is  a  Mistress  Melvine,  but  lier  husband  has  left 
her.  She  has  some  sore  trouble  on  her  mind,  and  has 
drunk  herself  to  pieces.  Do  come,  sir,  I  beg  of  you, 
for  I  am  sure  she  has  something  of  great  importance  to 
tell  you,  if  her  senses  only  last,  but  all  day  she's  been 
kind  of  raving,  and  I'm  afraid  her  brain's  given 
way  " 

Thus  urged,  I  put  on  my  hat,  and  follov>-ed  the 
woman  to  one  of  the  unwholesome  wynds  leading  out 
of  the  Canongate.  Groping  my  way  up  a  dark,  ill- 
smelling,  and  dirty  stair,  I  found  myself  in  a  low- 
ceilinged  and  filthy  room,  the  air  of  which  was  foetid 
and  suffocating,  so  that  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to 
open  the  small  diamond-paned  window.  And  though 
the  air  that  came  in  from  the  foul  wynd  was  bad 
enough,  it  was  infinitely  better  than  that  of  the 
wretched  apartment.  The  room  was  feebly  lighted  by 
a  paraffin  lamp  that  stood  on  a  rickety  table,  but  the 
glass  of  the  lamp  was  so  smoked  and  grimed  that  the 
light  was  obstructed.  When  my  eyes  got  accustomed 
to  the  gloom,  I  saw  a  woman  lying  on  the  dirty  bed 
— a  haggard-faced,  bleared-eyed,  awful-looking  woman, 
upon  whom  the  green  and  sickly  hues  of  death  seemed 
to  have  settled.  The  landlady,  who  had  accompanied 
me  into  the  room,  said — 

"  That's  the  poor  creature,  man,  but  she's  in  an  awful 
way."  Then,  addressing  the  dying  woman,  she 
continued,  "  Wake  up,  dearie  ;  I've  got  Mr.  Donovan 
to  come  to  you." 

At  this  the  woman  gave  a  start,  and  then  uttered  a 
maniacal  shriek  that  was  positively  startling,  and  she 
exclaimed — 

"  0  God !  take  them  off  me — take  them  off  me ! 
They  are  tearing  my  limbs  out.     It's  awful — awful !  " 
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As  this  was  evidently  the  raving  of  delirium,  I  turned 
to  my  conductor  and  said — 

"  What  is  the  use  of  your  bringing  me  here  ?  The 
poor  creature  is  evidently  not  rational;  therefore  what 
can  she  tell  me  ?  " 

"Oh,  she'll  be  all  right  directly  ;  she  takes  these  fits," 
was  the  answer. 

Thereupon  I  drew  a  chair  to  the  bedside,  and,  sitting 
down,  touched  the  dying  creature's  hand.  A  shudder 
passed  through  her,  but  in  a  few  minutes  she  turned 
her  eyes  upon  me,  and  stared  at  me  for  some  time,  until 
at  last  in  a  positively  sepulchral  voice  she  asked— 

"  Who  are  you  ?  " 

I  told  her  who  I  was,  and  then  as  she  passed 
her  withered  hand  over  her  forehead,  she  murmured — 

"  Ah,  yes — oh,  yes  !  I  know,  I  know." 

I  noted  then  that,  though  worn  by  disease  and 
bloated  with  drink,  she  was  a  comparatively  young 
woman,  and  had  at  one  time  evidently  been  good- 
looking. 

"  Tell  me,"  I  said  encouragingly  and  gently,  "  what 
it  is  you  want  to  talk  about  ?  " 

"  Murder — murder  !  "  she  gasped  out  hoarsely. 

"Murder?"  I  echoed. 

"  Yes.  It's  rotted  me,  and  broken  my  life,  and 
dragged  me  down  to  hell.  Murder — I  say  it's  murder — 
and  1  did  it !  " 

I  scrutinized  her  keenly,  and  felt  somewhat  doubtful 
whether  this  was  not  the  mere  raving  of  a  distraught 
mind. 

"Well,  well,  calm  yourself,"  I  said,  "you  had  better 
not  talk  about  it  now      Let  it  be  some  other  time." 

"  Some  other  time  !  "  she  shrieked,  with  an  awful 
laugh.     "  What  other  time  do  you  think  there   is  for 
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such  a  -wretch  as  I  am  ?  (rod  Almighty  pity  me ! 
What  other  time  shall  I  have  ?  " 

As  she  seemed  to  speak  rationally  enough  now  I 
said — 

"  If  you  have  anything  on  your  mind,  relieve  your- 
self of  it  by  all  means ;  it  will  relieve  you  to  tell  me." 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  will  relieve  me,"  she  moaned  ;  "  that  is 
why  I  sent  for  you.  I  cannot  die  until  I  have  un- 
burdened my  conscience.  I  am  a  guilty  wretch,  but 
my  secret  has  corroded  into  my  soul,  and  the  voice  of 
conscience  has  goaded  me  to  madness.  I  have  tried  to 
drown  it  with  drink,  but  it  is  no  use — no  use.  It  would 
not  be  stifled." 

"  But  what  is  your  crime  ?  " 

"  Murder,  I  tell  you  !  "  she  cried  out  fiercely. 

"  Whom  did  you  murder  ?  " 

"A  woman." 

"  What  woman  ?  " 

"  One  whom  I  hated,"  she  hissed  out  between  her 
clenched  teeth,  and  wringing  her  hands  as  if  in  a  spas- 
modic agony  of  distress. 

"  Why  did  you  hate  her  ?  " 

"  Because  she  stood  between  me  and  the  man  I  loved. 
It  was  a  guilty  love,  for  that  woman  was  his  wife." 

"  Well,  tell  me  the  whole  thing,"  I  remarked,  as  she 
paused  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Where  and  when  was  this  ?  " 

"  It's  years  ago,  years  ago,"  she  sobbed.  "  It  seems 
to  me  as  if  it  was  only  yesterday,  and  yet  I  have  gone 
through  fiery  torments  since." 

"  Where  was  the  crime  committed  ?  " 

"  In  Manchester." 

"  In  Manchester  !  "  I  exclaimed,  as  there  came  back 
to  my  memory  the  case  of  Dr.  Simson. 
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"  Yes.  A  Dr.  Simson  was  tried  for  murdering  his 
wife.     But  he  was  innocent.     I  did  it — I  did  it." 

"  I  remember  Dr.  Simson's  case  quite  well,"  I 
remarked,  with  growing  interest. 

"  Did  you  know  him  ?  "  she  asked  quickly. 

"  No,  but  I  read  the  reports  in  the  papers." 

"  Well,  but  he  was  acquitted." 

"  Yes,  I  know  that,  and  it  was  supposed  that  his  wife 
had  committed  suicide." 

"But  she  did  nothing  of  the  sort,"  exclaimed  the 
wretched  creature,  becoming  excited  again.  "  I  killed 
her !  " 

"  Why  did  you  kill  her  ?  " 

"  Because  she  made  his  life  miserable,  and  because  I 
loved  him." 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  I  asked,  taking  out  my  note- 
book. 

"  It  is  Melvine  now,  but  then  it  was  Muirhead." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  remember.  You  were  a  nursery  gover- 
ness in  the  family  ?  " 

"I  was." 

"  Was  there  any  guilty  knowledge  between  you  and 
your  master  ?  " 

"  No — as  God  is  my  judge,  no.  He  had  joked  with 
me,  and  once  said,  '  Phoebe,  if  I  were  a  single  man  I 
would  make  you  my  wife.'  It  was  only  said  in  fun, 
but  the  words  sank  into  my  brain.  They  seemed  to  set 
it  on  fire ;  and  my  hatred  then  for  Mrs.  Simson  became 
so  intense  that  the  very  sight  of  her  maddened  me. 
One  day,  when  she  had  been  nagging  at  her  husband 
more  than  usual,  it  caused  my  blood  to  boil,  and  a  voice 
seemed  to  whisper  in  my  ear,  '  Kill  her,  kill  her.'  I 
could  not  resist  the  promptings  of  that  voice,  and  I 
resolved  to  do  its  bidding.    I  had  heard  that  laurel  water 
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was  a  very  deadly  poison,  aud  I  knew  the  doctor  had  a 
bottle  of  it  in  his  surgery.  I  went  there  and  took  some 
out,  and  put  it  into  Mrs.  Simson's  soup.  I  felt  no 
remorse  at  the  time.  I  had  no  compunction.  And 
when  I  knew  she  was  dead  I  could  almost  have  cried 
out  with  joy." 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  story,''  I  remarked.  "  You  must 
have  been  truly  mad,"  and  instinctively,  and  with 
something  like  a  shudder,  I  pushed  my  chair  a  little 
farther  from  the  bed.     She  noticed  this,  and  said — 

"  You  shun  me  like  a  leper.  But  no  wonder.  I 
shun  myself,  I  hate  myself,  I  curse  myself.  I  have 
cursed  myself  for  years,  and  the  curse  has  had  effect. 
I  thought  when  that  awful  trial  was  over  that  the  man 
I  loved,  and  for  whom  I  had  risked  my  immortal  soul, 
would  have  married  me.     But  he,  too,  shunned  me." 

"  Did  he  suspect  you  of  the  crime  ?  "  I  asked  quickly 

"  Never — never  !  "  she  cried  emphatically.  "  He 
believed,  poor  fellow,  that  she  had  poisoned  herself. 
And  yet,  though  I  put  myself  in  his  way,  and  told 
him  that  I  loved  him,  he  gave  me  no  encouragement, 
and  when  he  went  away  I  felt  that  my  life  was  blasted. 
I  subsequently  became  the  wife  of  a  wretch  named 
Melvine — a  brutal,  coarse  wretch — who  ran  away  three 
months  afterwards.  Since  then  remorse  has  lashed  me 
with  scorpions,  and  I  have  plunged  down  into  the 
depths  of  infamy,  hoping  to  find  Lethe — but  it's  not 
there,  not  there  !  I  don't  believe  I  shall  find  it  even  in 
the  grave  itself." 

Her  distress  and  agitation  were  dreadful  to  behold. 
The  whole  picture,  in  fact,  was  awful,  for  the  woman 
was  as  pitiable  a  wreck  as  I  have  ever  looked  upon  ;  and 
the  squalid,  filthy  surroundings  were  revolting  to  the 
senses.     Although    I    felt  a  ceitain  sympathy  for  the 
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unhappy  creature  who  trembled  on  the  brink  of  the 
unknown,  it  was,  so  to  speak,  of  a  negative  kind,  for 
she  had  committed  a  very  cruel  and  very  cold-blooded 
crime;  and  though  I  tried  in  my  own  mind  to  find 
some  extenuating  circumstances  in  her  favour,  I  confess 
that  I  failed,  for  she  had  not  struck  down  her  victim 
in  the  fury  of  heated  passion,  but  had  deliberately 
planned  her  death,  and  deliberately  brought  it  about, 
because  murder  by  poison  must  be  the  work  of  delibera- 
tion. Nevertheless,  I  did  try  all  I  could  to  give  her 
some  consolation,  although  I  was  conscious  of  my 
unfitness  for  such  an  oflice.  But  it  was  only  too 
obvious  that  death  had  fastened  upon  her,  and  her 
hours  were  numbered.  I  suggested  that  a  clergyman 
should  be  sent  for,  but  with  a  shudder  she  protested 
against  that,  saying  she  was  not  going  to  play  the 
hypocrite  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  that  she  could  die 
more  easily  now  that  she  had  relieved  her  mind  of  its 
burdening  secret,  which  she  had  borne  so  long. 

She  had  told  her  story  only  with  a  supreme  effort, 
and  with  great  difficulty,  for  her  voice  was  all  but  gone, 
and  her  breath  came  in  laboured  gasps.  It  had  been 
very  painful,  indeed,  to  listen  to  her,  for  the  physical 
powers  were  so  obviously  gone,  and  a  certain  amount  of 
will  power  alone  had  enabled  her  to  accomplish  her 
pmpose.  The  terrible  secret  that  she  had  nursed  so 
many  years  had,  as  she  herself  had  expressed  it, 
corroded  her,  and  the  once  pretty  and  attractive  woman 
had  become  an  eyesore — a  something  that  seemed  to 
outrage  the  senses,  and  caused  an  inward  shrinking,  as 
it  were.  But  still  I  was  not  so  wanting  in  human 
charity  as  not  to  feel  deep  sorrow  at  this  spectacle  of  a 
fellow  being  lying  there  a  battered  wreck — abandoned, 
friendless,  and  hopeless.     It  was  a  terrible  example  of 
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the  result  of  human  error,  and  one  could  but  breathe  a 
silent  prayerful  hope  that  the  poor  frail  thing  had 
already  expiated  her  offence  by  the  suffering  she  had 
endured  through  all  the  dreadful  years  during  which 
remorse  had  tortured  her  with  the  torture  of  the  damned. 

For  some  little  time  she  lay  perfectly  still  and  silent, 
save  for  the  stertorous  breathing.  Her  eyes  were 
closed,  the  lips  slightly  parted,  the  nostrils  dilated, 
while  the  hue  of  her  haggard,  pinched  face  was  that 
of  a  corpse  many  days  old.  I  had  hurriedly  written 
out  in  my  note-book  the  story  as  she  had  told  it  to  me, 
and  I  was  anxious  that  she  should  append  her 
signature  to  it,  so  I  asked  the  landlady  if  she  could  get 
me  a  pen  and  ink,  which  she  succeeded  in  doing  after 
some  delay  and  trouble.  In  the  meantime  the  dying 
woman  rallied  a  little,  and,  turning  her  sunken  eyes  on 
me,  she  murmured  in  such  low  tones  that  I  had  to  bend 
forward  to  catch  what  she  said — 

"  I  want  you  to  make  this  confession  public  ;  that  is 
why  I  sent  for  you.  I  have  often  heard  you  spoken 
of,  and  I  felt  sure  you  were  the  right  person  for  me  to 
tell  my  story  to.  Let  the  memory  of  the  dead  Mrs. 
Simson  be  cleared,  and  every  shadow  of  suspicion 
removed  from  the  doctor.  His  wife  was  not  a  good 
woman.  She  had  a  low,  suspicious  nature,  and  a 
temper  that  would  have  maddened  a  saint ;  but  still,  it 
was  no  justification  for  my  killing  her." 

"  I  will  do  all  that  I  possibly  can  to  comply  with 
your  request,"  I  said.  "  I  have  written  out  your  con- 
fession, and  if  you  are  capable  of  listening  to  it,  I  will 
read  it,  and  then  ask  you  to  sign  it." 

"Yes,  yes — read  it,  read  it!  "  she  exclaimed  excitedly. 

I  proceeded  to  do  this,  and  during  the  reading  she 
groaned  frequently  and  clutched  the  bed  quilt  with  a 
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fierce,  nervous  terror.  Before  I  had  finished,  the 
woman  had  returned  with  the  pen  and  ink,  and,  motion- 
ing her  to  he  silent,  I  proceeded  to  the  end.  Then 
dipping  the  pen  in  the  ink  I  placed  it  in  the  withered 
hand  of  Mrs.  Melvine,  and  with  the  utmost  difficulty 
she  scrawled  her  name,  and  fell  back  exhausted.  I 
waited  a  little  while  until  she  had  recovered  somewhat, 
then  asked  her  if  she  had  ever  heard  from  Dr. 
Simson. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  "  never.  If  he  had  only  given 
me  one  encouraging  glance  before  he  left,  if  he  had 
only  sent  me  one  brief  line  since  he  went  away,  it 
would  have  put  a  gleam  of  light  into  my  saddened  life. 
But  never  a  glance,  never  a  word.  I  was  a  poor,  weak, 
miserable  fool,  because  I  really  thought  he  loved  me. 
I  loved  him,  and  would  have  been  happy  as  his  slave. 
But  I  made  a  mistake,  and  knew  it  when  too  late.  I 
mistook  a  shadow  for  substance,  and  when  I  had 
become  a  murderess  I  discovered  my  error." 

"  And  did  the  doctor  never  suspect  that  you  had 
done  his  wife  to  death  ?  " 

"  No,  never.  I  believe  now  that  if  he  had  he 
would  have  given  me  up  to  the  law's  vengeance.  Oh, 
what  a  mad,  mad  fool  I  was  !  " 

She  had  exhausted  the  little  remaining  energy  again, 
and  lay  still  and  silent,  and  as  the  scene  was  very  pain- 
ful, and  I  did  not  see  that  there  was  anything  else  to  be 
learned,  I  rose  quietly,  and  left  the  room.  I  knew  that 
medical  assistance  was  absolutely  useless,  otherwise  I 
would  have  procured  it  for  the  wretched  creature.  But 
I  purchased  some  fruit  and  jelly,  and  sent  it  up  to  her, 
and  I  called  upon  a  clergyman  with  whom  I  was 
acquainted,  and  begged  him  to  go  to  the  poor  woman 
and  try  if  possible  to  give  her  some  hope,   and  smooth 
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her  dying  pillow.  He  promised  to  do  so,  and  fulfilled 
his  promise  as  far  as  the  going  went  about  an  hour 
later ;  but  he  was  too  late.  Death  had  entered  before 
him,  and  placed  the  seal  of  eternal  silence  on  Mrs. 
Melvine's  lips.  He  told  me,  however,  that  the  face 
wore  a  calm  and  peaceful  expression,  and  something 
like  a  smile  wreathed  itself  about  the  mouth,  as  if  in  the 
supreme  moment,  when  the  darkness  of  the  grave  was 
closing  about  her,  the  tired,  weary  eyes  saw  afar  off 
some  gleam  of  light.  Perhaps  it  was  so.  Grod  grant 
that  it  was. 

As  soon  as  possible  I  reported  the  matter  to  head- 
quarters, and  publicity  was  duly  given  to  the  dying 
confession,  and  personally  I  went  to  considerable  trouble 
to  discover  the  whereabouts  of  Dr.  Simson.  I  found 
he  was  practising  in  Sydney,  New  South  Wales,  and  I 
sent  him  a  copy  of  the  confession.  He  acknowledged 
its  receipt  in  a  long  letter  of  gratitude,  and  said  that  he 
thanked  God  for  his  children's  sake  that  the  truth  had 
at  last  been  revealed. 


43 


A   RAILWAY  MYSTERY 

One  very  severe  winter  night  years  ago,  when  the 
Scotch  up-express  from  Edinburgh  to  London  arrived 
at  Carlisle  soon  after  midnight,  a  ticket-collector,  in  the 
performance  of  his  duty,  discovered  a  young  lady  in  a 
first-class  compartment  in  an  unconscious  condition. 
She  was  lying  at  full  length  on  the  seat,  covered  up 
with  a  rug,  and  with  another  rug  under  her  head.  The 
man  naturally  thought  slie  was  adeep,  and  would  not 
have  disturbed  her  had  lie  not  been  compelled  to 
examine  and  clip  her  ticket.  As  his  efforts  to  arouse 
her  failed,  the  circumstances  were  reported  to  the 
station-master,  who,  being  convinced  that  she  was  ill, 
sent  an  inspector  along  the  train  to  inquire  for  a 
doctor.  As  chance  would  have  it,  a  medical  man  was 
travelling  in  the  train,  and  he  at  once  went  to  the 
compartment  where  the  young  woman  was  lying,  and, 
after  a  brief  examination,  he  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that 
she  was  suffering  from  the  effects  of  some  narcotic 
poison,  and  he  advised  her  immediate  removal  to  the 
infirmary  There  was  a  hand-bag  on  the  opposite  seat, 
and  in  the  rack  overhead  was  a  bundle  of  shawls,  wraps, 
and  an  umbrella  or  two.  There  was  also  a  man's 
travelling-cap.  On  the  floor  of  the  carriage  was  found 
the  bowl  of  a  carved  meerschaum  pipe,  which  had  been 
broken  off  from  the  stem,  and,  though  it  was  a  non- 
smoking carriage,  there  was  a  very  strong  reek  of 
tobacco,  indicating  that  somebody   had  been  smoking 
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quite  recently.  As  there  had  been  a  heavy  snowstorm 
all  the  way  from  Edinburgh,  the  windows  of  the 
carriages  had  been  kept  carefully  closed,  and  none  of 
the  other  passengers  could  give  the  slightest  information 
that  was  likely  to  be  of  service.  It  was  pretty  clear, 
however,  that  the  young  lady  had  not  travelled  alone, 
as  the  man's  cap,  the  broken  pipe,  and  the  tobacco  fumes 
were  fairly  good  evidence  that  a  man  had  been  in  the 
carriage.  In  order  to  see  if  any  one  had  got  out  of  this 
particular  compartment,  and  got  into  another  as  soon  as 
the  train  stopped,  the  departure  was  delayed  for  nearly 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  the  passengers  questioned,  but 
they  all  said  that  no  stranger  had  got  into  their 
respective  carriage  after  leaving  Edinburgh. 

As  the  circumstances  were  suspicious  and  mysterious, 
the  police  constable  on  night  duty  took  charge  of  the 
effects  apparently  belonging  to  the  young  woman, 
namely,  the  hand-bag,  and  the  bundle  of  wraps,  &c,  and 
also  the  cap  and  the  broken  pipe ;  and  the  compart- 
ment having  been  thoroughly  searched  but  without 
anything  else  being  found,  the  train  proceeded  on  its 
way,  and  the  sufferer  was  removed  to  the  infirmary. 
As  soon  as  she  was  taken  in  the  doctor  was  summoned, 
and,  recognizing  that  it  was  a  serious  case,  he  sent  for 
the  house  physician,  and  it  was  decided  to  use  the 
stomach-pump  at  once.  This  was  done  ;  and  as  it  was 
pretty  clear  to  the  medical  men  that  the  poison  was  a 
narcotic,  every  effort  was  made  to  keep  the  patient 
awake,  and  all  that  skill  and  science  could  suggest  was 
done  to  save  her  life,  which  was  evidently  in  very  great 
jeopardy.  During  the  night  she  seemed  to  rally,  and 
moaned  several  times  the  name  of  "  Paul."  One  of 
the  doctors  thereupon  asked  her  if  any  one  had  been 
travelling  with  her,  but  she  answered  incoherently — 
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"Oh,  Paul— don't,  don't— don't  be  cruel!  Don't, 
dear  !     You  know  how  I  love  you  !  " 

"  Who  is  Paul  ?  "  asked  the  doctor. 

"  You  did  love  me  once,"  she  sobbed  out ;  "  don't  be 
cruel  now." 

"  Can  you  not  tell  us  who  Paul  is  ?  "  pursued  the 
doctor  kindly 

A  deep  sigh  was  her  only  response.  After  a  time 
she  ngain  rallied,  and  one  of  the  nurses  was  instructed 
to  question  her. 

"  Can  you  tell  us  your  name  ?  "  she  asked. 

Again  a  deep  sigh  was  the  only  answer. 

"  Do  you  belong  to  Edinburgh  ?  "  was  next  asked. 

"  No — no,"  moaned  the  girl. 

"  Where  are  your  friends  ?  " 

"  Ah,  don't  be  cruel — don't  be  cruel !  "  the  sufferer 
repeated. 

"  Will  you  not  tell  us  something  about  Paul  ?  "  said 
the  nurse  softly. 

"  Paul,"  she  repeated,  in  a  dazed  way — "  Paul -ah, 
God  forgive  him  ! " 

"  But  where  is  Paul  ?  " 

"  Gone  away." 

"  Did  he  ride  in  the  train  with  you  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  What  became  of  him  ?  " 

"  He  got  out." 

"  Where  did  he  get  out  ?  " 

This  question  was  repeated  several  times,  and  others 
were  put,  but  no  answer  could  be  obtained ;  the  girl 
had  collapsed  again,  and  all  efforts  to  arouse  her  were 
of  no  avail.  About  six  o'clock,  electricity  was  tried, 
and  seemed  to  be  productive  of  some  good  results. 
But  in  a  little  while  the  poor  girl  started  off  and  uttered 
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a  shriek  of  agony  that  those  who  hoard  it  said  was 
frightful  and  made  them  shudder.  She  gazed  wildly 
about  her  for  some  few  minutes,  and  then,  pointing  at 
some  imaginary  object,  screamed  out — 

"  He  has  poisoned  me,  he  has  poisoned  me — take 
him  away — away — I  am  dying  !  "  She  fell  back  and 
was  silent  for  a  time,  then  her  lips  moved,  and  the 
doctor,  bending  down,  heard  her  mumble,  "  I  loved 
him  so  much,  but  he  has  killed  me." 

Her  lips  continued  to  move  for  awhile,  but  nothing 
coherent  could  be  gathered,  and  at  a  quarter  to  seven  a 
violent  convulsion  suddenly  seized  her,  and  she  expired. 

She  was  a  fine,  well-made,  good-looking  young 
woman,  about  three-and-twenty  years  of  age,  with 
brown  hair  and  blue  eyes,  and  a  clear  complexion. 
Her  hands  were  well  shaped  and  white,  showing  that 
she  did  not  belong  to  the  working  class.  She  was  well 
dressed,  all  her  clothes  being  good,  but  none  of  her 
linen  was  marked.     In  fact,  it  all  seemed  to  be  new. 

A  post-mortem  examination  revealed  two  things : 
firstly,  that  some  months  later,  had  she  lived,  she 
would  probably  have  become  a  mother  ;  and,  secondly, 
that  every  organ  was  perfectly  sound  and  healthy,  and, 
so  far  as  the  cursory  examination  went,  there  was 
nothing  whatever  to  account  for  death.  And  though  it 
was  thought  to  be  a  case  of  laudanum  or  opium  poison- 
ing, the  post-mortem  signs  of  those  drugs  were  absent. 

All  the  circumstances  were  so  suspicious  that  the 
matter  was  reported  to  the  police,  and  a  telegram  was 
sent  to  Edinburgh  asking  that  means  might  be  taken  to 
trace  the  young  lady's  movements  up  to  the  time  of  her 
leaving  Edinburgh .  On  her  person  there  was  found  a  first 
class  ticket  from  Edinburgh  to  Loudon.  In  her  purse 
were  six  pounds  in  gold  and  silver,  and  in  a  half-sheet  of 
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note-paper  was  a  lock  of  dark,  rather  curly  hair  — 
evidently  a  man's  hair,  by  the  shortness  of  it. 

The  case  was  put  into  my  hands,  and  having  wired 
for  a  full  description  of  the  young  woman,  and  the  way 
she  was  dressed,  I  pushed  inquiries  at  the  station,  and 
found  that  two  of  the  porters  remembered  seeing  a 
young  lady  answering  the  description  standing  on  the 
platform  with  a  short,  dark  man,  and  that  they  seemed 
to  be  quarrelling  with  each  other.  They  got  into  a  first 
class  compartment,  which  they  had  to  themselves,  as 
there  were  very  few  passengers.  The  porters  were  of 
opinion  that  the  man  was  a  foreigner.  He  was  about 
five  feet  two  or  three,  with  curly,  dark  hair  and 
moustache.  He  wore  a  tall  cloth  hat,  and  a  big  coat 
trimmed  with  fur.  As  nothing  beyond  this  was  forth- 
coming, I  proceeded  by  the  next  train  to  Carlisle, 
and  took  charge  of  the  lock  of  hair  found  in  her  purse, 
and  also  the  hand-bag  and  other  things.  The  hand-bag 
was  a  lady's  ordinary  travelling  dressing-bag,  and  was 
fitted  with  silver-mounted  articles,  and  contained, 
besides  some  sandwiches  and  confectionery,  a  box  half- 
full  of  chocolates  and  a  flask  containing  a  liquid  that 
smelt  like  sherry.  The  eatables  and  the  wine  were  at 
once  sent  to  London  for  analysis,  together  with  the 
viscera  and  other  organs,  and  in  the  meantime  I  set  to 
work  to  try  and  trace  the  short,  dark,  foreign-looking 
man  who,  there  was  little  doubt,  started  in  the  train 
with  the  young  lady  from  Edinburgh. 

I  ascertained  that  when  the  train  pulled  up  at 
Hawick  a  man  answering  his  description  was  observed  to 
leave  the  train,  and  go  along  the  platform.  The  storm 
was  at  its  height,  and  snow  was  falling  heavily.  Not 
a  soul,  however,  could  tell  whether  he  returned  to  the 
train  or  not.     Nothing  whatever  could  be  heard  of  him 
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in  Hawick,  where  a  conspicuous  stranger  as  he  was 
would  have  been  sure  to  have  attracted  attention,  and  if 
he  had  gone  on  from  Hawick  to  any  other  part  of  the 
country  on  foot  he  must  have  been  seen  by  some  one, 
and  he  could  not  have  hired  a  conveyance  without  its 
being  remembered.  It  was,  therefore,  suggested  that 
he  concealed  himself  about  the  station  until  a  goods 
train  which  followed  the  express  half  an  hour  later,  and 
generally  stopped  at  Hawick  for  water,  drew  up,  and 
then  managed  to  secrete  himself  in  one  of  the  waggons. 
This  was  only  conjecture,  but  it  seemed  very  feasible. 
The  luggnge  train  did  not  stop  after  leaving  Hawick 
until  it  reached  Carlisle,  where  it  waited  half  an  hour. 
It  then  proceeded  without  stoppage  to  Leeds,  and 
remained  there  for  two  hours.  A  passenger  train  left 
Leeds  for  London  a  few  minutes  before  six,  and  there 
were  other  trains  to  Liverpool,  Manchester,  and  various 
parts;  so  that,  assuming  the  conjectures  about  the  dark 
man's  movements  were  correct,  he  had  ample  oppor- 
tunities for  getting  away 

I  have  said  that  when  the  young  woman  was  found 
at  Carlisle  she  was  lying  on  the  seat  with  a  rug  under 
her  head  for  a  pillow  and  another  rug  over  her.  I  had 
a  strong  feeling  in  my  own  mind  that  she  had  been 
purposely  placed  like  this,  whoever  had  so  placed  her, 
forgetting  that  the  tickets  were  examined  at  Carlisle,  and, 
no  doubt,  he  thought  that  if  any  one  looked  in  it  would 
be  assumed  that  she  was  asleep,  and  she  would  be  quite 
dead  before  she  was  discovered.  On  examining  the 
man's  cap  which  had  been  found  in  the  carriage, 
I  discovered  adhering  to  it  three  or  four  almost 
black  curly  hairs,  which  corresponded  in  every  way 
with  the  lock  of  hair  in  the  young  woman's 
possession. 
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As  it  occurred  to  me  that  it  was  highly  probable  that 
the  poor  girl  who,  in  some  mysterious  way,  had  been 
done  to  death  would  have  some  luggage,  which  would, 
of  course,  be  in  the  luggage  van,  I  went  up  to  London 
to  inquire  of  the  railway  people  if  any  luggage  by  that 
particular  train  had  been  unclaimed,  and  I  learnt  that 
a  large  trunk  covered  with  a  canvas  cover,  trimmed  with 
red  braid,  and  having  painted  on  it  the  initials 
"  M.  E.  B.,"  was  then  lying  in  the  lost  luggage 
office.  The  probabilities  were  so  strong  that  this 
trunk  must  have  belonged  to  the  young  lady  that  I 
applied  for  permission  to  examine  it.  It  was  decided, 
however,  that  a  week  would  have  to  elapse  before  the 
permission  would  be  granted,  and  in  the  meantime  the 
trunk  was  to  be  advertised  in  the  London  daily  papers. 
This  was  done,  but  at  the  end  of  the  week  no  claimant 
had  come  forward,  and  so  in  the  presence  of  two  of  the 
railway  officials  and  an  officer  from  Scotland  Yard  I 
proceeded  to  examine  the  contents  of  the  trunk. 

It  contained  a  considerable  quantity  of  female  wear- 
ing apparel  of  a  good  kind,  and  some  of  the  linen  was 
marked  with  the  same  initials  as  those  on  the  canvas 
covering  of  the  trunk.  Besides  the  wearing  apparel 
there  was  a  number  of  things  such  as  a  lady  usually 
carries  with  her  when  travelling,  and  which  it  is  not 
necessary  to  describe.  There  was  also  a  leather  writing 
portfolio,  which  I  proceeded  to  open  with  considerable 
eagerness,  in  the  hope  that  it  might  afford  some  solution 
of  the  mystery.  Almost  the  first  thing  that  came  to 
light  was  a  photograph  enclosed  in  a  double  leather 
case. 

It  was  the  photograph  of  a  man  about  thirty,  very 
dark,  with  full  moustache,  and  short,  crispy,  curly  hair. 
According  to   the   name   of  the   photographers  on  the 
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back  of  tlie  card,  the  portrait  had  been  taken  by 
"  Eracatelli  &  Cie.,  Milan."  That  seemed  to  corrobor- 
ate the  theory  that  the  dark  man  who  had  been  seen 
with  the  lady,  and  whose  likeness  this  photograph 
evidently  was,  from  the  description  of  him,  was  a 
foreigner. 

In  one  of  the  compartments  of  the  case  was  a  letter 
written  in  English  on  thin  paper.  The  writing  was  a 
clerkly  hand,  very  neat  and  business-like,  but  there 
were  one  or  two  phrases  which  pointed  to  the  writer 
being  a  foreigner,  as  he  was  not  perfectly  acquainted 
with  all  the  idioms  of  the  English  language.  The 
following  is  a  copy  of  the  letter,  which  bore  a  date  a 
month  before  that  of  the  young  woman's  death,  but 
there  was  no  address  : — 

"  Dear  Dodo. 

"  I  leave  here  to-morrow,  and  shall  expect  you 
to  join  me  in  Edinburgh  on  Thursday,  as  you  have  me 
promised.  It  is  with  pleasure  of  much  greatness  I 
forward  look  to  your  coming,  when  we  can  talk  over 
the  plans  of  the  future ;  but,  wherefore,  Mia  Bella,  are 
you  pushing  me  to  so  much  trouble  ?  Have  you  still 
no  faith  in  me  ?  Is  it  ever  thus  that  you  will  not  me 
trust  ?  You  make  a  great  complaint,  and  it  is  not 
necessary-  I  am  as  ever  devoted  to  you,  but  my  affairs 
are  to  me  of  much  trouble  now,  and  sometimes  my  poor 
head  goes  round  and  round  with  all  the  thoughts  that 
conflict.  Scmetimes  it  comes  that  I  wish  I  was  dead, 
and  I  think  that  you  would  be  happy.  You  call  me  cruel ; 
wherefore,  Dodo,  do  you  so  call  me  ?  I  am  not  cruel, 
but  very  full  of  good  plans  for  you,  but  always  it  is 
that  you  have  not  patience,  and  you  vex  me  with 
doubts.     Ah,   when  I   think  of  the  old  happy  days  ! 
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Will  they  come  no  more  J'  Do  not  make  me  weep, 
Dodo,  but  be  very  good  and  loving  like  your  old  self. 
Addio  till  we  meet.  Remember  to  tell  not  any  one 
where  you  go.     It  is  better  not. 

"  Votre  devouee, 

"  Paul." 

The  letter,  unfortunately,  was  not  enclosed  in  an 
envelope,  so  that  it  could  not  be  ascertained  where  it 
had  come  from.  It  seemed  to  indicate,  however,  that  it 
was  a  repetition  of  the  old  pitiable  story  of  woman's 
trust  and  frailty  and  man's  wickedness.  But  there 
was  another  letter  which  ran  thus.  It  was  dated  from 
"  Daneborough  House,"  in  a  village  in  Kent: — 

"My  dear  Miss  Burton, 

"  I  send  you  the  gloves  and  handkerchiefs,  and 
the  scent-bottle  from  your  drawer,  as  you  request,  and 
I  hope  you  will  receive  them  all  right.  There  has  been 
a  little  delay  in  sending  them,  because,  as  you  aie 
aware,  I  had  to  post  them  clandestinely,  so  as  not  to 
awaken  suspicion,  and,  of  course,  I  had  to  wait  my 
opportunity.  I  do  hope,  dear  Miss  Burton,  that  you 
will  come  back  happier  and  looking  better.  I  am  sure 
you  worry  yourself  too  much,  and,  pardon  me,  dear 
Miss  Burton,  for  saying  so,  but  I  think  you  are  bestow- 
ing your  affections  on  an  unworthy  object.  Of  course 
I  may  be  wrong  in  this,  but,  from  what  you  have  told 
me,  I  don't  think  Paul  is  worthy  of  you.  Don't  be 
angry  with  me,  dear,  for  saying  this.  You  know  how 
fond  I  am  of  you ;  and  I  should  so  like  to  see  you 
happy.  I  am  sure  lately  you  have  looked  perfectly 
wretched,  and  I  have  felt  confident  that  something  was 
weighing  on  your  mind.     But  I  hope  all  will  be  as  you 
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desire.  You  are  so  good  that  you  ought  to  have  every- 
thing you  want  in  this  world,  and  find  eternal  happi- 
ness in  the  next.  You  may  depend  upon  my  keeping 
your  secret.  Not  for  worlds  would  I  disclose  it.  Do 
let  me  hear  from  you  often  ;  and  tell  me  soon  where  I. 
am  to  write  to  you. 

<k  Believe  me  to  he,  dear  Miss  Burton, 
"  Always  your  faithful  friend, 

"Lizzie  Farley." 

The  foregoing  letter  was  valuable,  as  it  made  it 
pretty  clear  that  the  deceased  lady  was  a  Miss  Burton ; 
that  is,  assuming  the  trunk  to  have  been  hers,  and  of  that 
there  could  be  no  reasonable  doubt.  My  next  step  was 
to  go  down  to  the  Kentish  village,  but  before  doing  so 
I  received  a  report  of  the  result  of  the  analysis.  That 
analysis  demonstrated  beyond  all  doubt  that  the 
deceased  had  died  of  a  narcotic  poison,  but  what  the 
poison  was  could  not  be  determined.  It  was  apparently 
unknown.  Its  physiological  action  seemed  to  have  been 
the  production  of  paralysis  of  the  heart  and  a  curious 
thickening  of  the  blood.  It  was  also  found  that  the 
sherry  in  the  flask  was  very  strongly  impregnated 
with  the  same  poison,  and  a  teaspoonful  of  it  had  killed 
a  rabbit. 

This  failure  to  determine  the  precise  poison  added  to 
the  mystery,  for  it  was  strange  that  modern  science 
should  be  baffled  on  a  question  of  toxicology.  Not  but 
what  there  are  plenty  of  poisons,  in  the  herbal  kino-dom 
especially,  the  action  of  which  is  unknown,  and  their 
detection  almost  impossible.  Fortunately,  however, 
these  are  very  rarely,  if  ever,  used  in  this  country  for 
criminal  purposes,  as  they  are  very  difficult  to  procure. 

From  the  very  first  I  had  put  aside  the   theory   of 
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suicide,  and  that  for  many  well-defined  reasons,  and 
now  I  was  convinced  that  it  was  a  case  of  murder,  and 
that  the  murderer  was  the  man  who  had  got  into  the 
train  with  the  unfortunate  young  woman  at  Edinburgh, 
and  who  had  so  mysteriously  disappeared  after 
accomplishing  his  diabolical  purpose.  The  poor  girl's 
dying  expressions,  too,  showed  that  the  one  gleam  of 
intelligence  left  in  her  dazed  brain  was  a  consciousness 
that  her  false  lover — for  lover  no  doubt  he  was — had 
destroyed  her  life,  and  the  task  before  me  was  to 
endeavour  by  every  possible  mean3  to  trace  the  criminal, 
and  discover  the  motive  for  his  crime.  If,  as  seemed 
evident,  he  was  a  foreigner,  presumably  an  Italian,  it 
was  likely  enough  he  had  escaped  to  the  Continent,  but 
I  had  lost  no  time,  as  soon  as  I  got  a  definite  description 
of  the  supposed  murderer,  in  circulating  that  description 
all  over  the  country.  Up  to  that  moment,  however,  no 
arrest  had  been  made,  and  my  supposition,  therefore, 
that  he  had  fled  to  the  Continent  seemed  to  be  correct. 
I  found  that  "  Daneborough  House "  was  a  large 
boarding  school  for  young  ladies,  and  was  situated  in 
one  of  the  most  charming  parts  of  the  delightful  county 
of  Kent.  The  school  was  kept  by  two  maiden  ladies, 
the  Misses  Bland,  and  my  arrival  was  the  first  intima- 
tion they  had  that  anything  was  wrong. 

They  were  shocked  beyond  measure  when  they 
heard  the  terrible  news,  and  informed  me  that  Miss 
Burton,  who  was  a  governess  in  the  school — Mabel 
Ethel  Burton  was  her  full  name — had  left  for  a  time 
on  the  plea  of  being  out  of  health  and  wanting  a 
holiday  ;  and  as  she  was  not  to  return  until  after  the 
Christmas  holidays  they  had  not  suspected  anything 
wrong.  Her  friends  lived  in  Southampton,  and  it  waa 
supposed  she   had  gone  home  to  them.     For  several 
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weeks  she  had  been  in  a  low,  desponding,  and  melan- 
choly state.  But  previously  she  had  been  noted  for 
her  liveliness  and  cheerful  disposition.  They  had  all 
along  felt  sure  that  she  had  some  trouble  weighing  on 
her  mind,  and  though  they  had  repeatedly  urged 
her  to  tell  them  what  it  was,  she  persisted  in 
declaring  that  it  was  nothing,  and  that  she 
would  be  all  right  after  she  had  had  a  holiday.  The 
Misses  Bland  described  Miss  Burton  as  being  very 
clever  and  accomplished,  and  of  a  most  amiable  and 
loving  disposition.  They  had  never  heard  her  speak 
of  any  love  affair,  and  they  indignantly  expressed  their 
opinion  that  if  any  man  had  deceived  her  he  must  have 
been  a  fiend  in  human  shape.  I  was  disposed  to  agree 
with  them  in  this  particular,  but,  unf 01  tunately,  there 
are  a  great  many  of  that  class  in  the  world  ;  and  in 
spite  of  all  our  boasted  civilization  and  the  spread  of 
education,  it  is  doubtful  if  human  nature  is  one  whit 
better  than  it  was  hundreds  and  thousands  of  years  ago. 
Thei^e  is  more  veneer,  and  the  veneer  is  more  polished  ; 
but  scratch  this  away  and  the  savage  is  revealed. 

On  my  asking  the  Misses  Bland  if  they  had  a  young 
lady  in  the  school  by  the  name  of  Lizzie  Farley,  they 
informed  me  that  she  was  a  pupil-teacher,  and  I 
requested  that  I  might  be  allowed  to  interview  her  at 
once.  Of  course  this  caused  them  more  surprise,  but  I 
explained  that  a  letter  had  been  found  amongst  Miss 
Burton's  effects  signed  by  Lizzie  Farley,  and  it  was 
therefore  important  that  I  should  see  her. 

Lizzie  Farley  was  a  bright,  intelligent  young  lady  of 
eighteen  or  so,  who,  when  she  heard  of  her  friend's 
death,  was  inexpressively  grieved,  so  that  it  was  some 
time  before  I  could  qnesHon  her.  At  last  she  was  so  far 
able  to  control  herself  as  to  answer  my  questions. 
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"  Sou  were  intimate  with  the  late  Miss  Burton  ?  "  I 
began. 

"  i'es,  we  were  very  intimate  ;  we  were  almost  like 
sisters. 

"  Did  she  entrust  you  with  any  of  her  secrets  ?  " 

"  Yes,  with  a  good  many  of  them." 

"  You  were  her  confidante  ?  " 

"  I  was." 

"  And  she  told  you  of  her  love  affairs  ?  " 

"  She  did  not  until  I  pressed  her,  to  know  what  it 
was  that  was  weighing  upon  her  mind." 

"  You  noticed  that  there  was  something  on  her 
mind  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  for  some  time  she  had  been  very  despondent, 
and  looked  thoroughly  miserable." 

"And  you  urged  her  to  tell  you  what  it  was  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  did." 

"And  she  told  you?" 

"  She  told  me  that  she  was  engaged  to  a  young  man, 
an  Italian  I  think  she  said  he  was ;  but  she  feared  that 
he  was  very  fickle." 

"  Did  she  say  she  loved  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  declared  that  she  was  passionately  fond 
of  him,  but  she  thought  he  did  not  care  for  her." 

"  Do  you  know  his  full  name  ?  " 

"  Xo,  she  would  only  speak  of  him  as  Paul." 

"  Did  she  tell  jon  why  she  went  away  ?  " 

"  She  informed  mo  in  confidence  that  she  had  been 
pressing  him  to  marry  her  if  he  did  not  wish  her  to  go 
mad,  but  he  had  alwaj  s  made  some  excuse.  A.t  last, 
she  was  resolved  not  to  be  put  off,  as  she  had  heard  that 
he  had  been  corresponding  with  a  young  lady  in  London 
who  was  said  to  be  very  rich.  So  she  had  written  to 
him  threatening  to  go  to  this  lady,  and  he  in  reply  bad 
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requested  her  to  meet  him  in  Edinburgh  so  that  th«y 
might  arrange  for  their  wedding." 

"  Did  he  reside  in  Edinburgh  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  he  did,  because  she  incidentally 
mentioned  that  he  would  have  to  stay  at  an  hotel 
there." 

"  You  sent  her  some  things  after  she  left,  did  you 
not?" 

"  I  did.  She  forgot  a  few  odds  and  ends  and  wrote 
to  me  for  them." 

"  What  address  did  she  give  ?" 

"  I  think  it  was  28,  Lamb's  Conduit  Street.  That 
is  the  address  of  a  friend  of  hers,  who  used  to  be  a 
teacher  in  this  school.  I  had  to  send  the  things 
cautiously,  because  the  Misses  Bland  believed  that  Miss 
Burton  had  gone  home  to  her  friends  in  Southampton." 

"  Why  did  Miss  Burton  preserve  so  much  secrecy 
about  her  engagement  ?  " 

''  I  cannot  tell  you  that,  I  am  sure.  She  seemed  very 
averse  to  talking  much  about  the  subject  at  all." 

"  Do  you  know  if  she  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving 
letters  from  her  lover  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  believe  she  was." 

"  Did  she  ever  show  you  anv  of  them  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  You  don't  know  if  she  left  any  of  them  behind  her  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  she  didn't.  The  night  before  she  left  I 
was  with  her  in  her  bedroom,  and  she  burnt  a  number 
of  letters,  and  some  others  she  tied  up  in  a  bundle  and 
took  away  with  her." 

"  Did  she  express  any  intention  of  returning  to  the 
school ?  " 

"  Oh,  undoubtedly  that  was  her  intention.  She  said 
that  under  any  circumstances  she  wouldn't  be  married 
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until  the  New  Year  came  in,  and  that  very  likely  she 
would  remain  at  the  school  for  a  quarter  after  she  was 
married." 

"  She  wrote  to  you  after  she  went  away,  did  she  not?  " 

"  She  wrote  me  a  short  letter  from  London  about  the 
things  she  wanted." 

"  Have  you  ever  heard  Miss  Burton  express  fear  of 
Paul  ?  " 

"  No,  I  can't  say  that  I  have  ;  hut  I  have  heard  her 
say  several  times  that  she  thought  he  was  very  cruel  to 
her." 

As  I  had  thoroughly  exhausted  the  subject  so  far  as 
Miss  Farley  was  concerned,  I  did  not  question  her 
further.  What  she  had  told  me  was  valuable  from  two 
or  three  points  of  view :  firstly,  as  having  established 
that  Miss  Burton  had  left  the  school  to  join  her  lover  ; 
and  secondly,  as  tending  to  prove  that  he  must  have 
been  living  in  Scotland  ;  otherwise  why  did  he  wish 
her  to  take  so  long  a  journey  as  that  to  Edinburgh  in 
the  winter  time  ? 

My  next  step  was  to  call  at  the  address  in  Lamb's 
Conduit  Street,  which  I  found  was  a  house  and 
milliner's  shop  kept  by  a  widow  and  her  three 
daughters,  one  of  whom  had  formerly  been  a  pupil- 
teacher  at  Daneborough  House.  Miss  Burton  had 
stayed  with  these  people  for  two  days.  She  told  them 
she  was  going  to  Edinburgh  to  nvet  the  man  she 
expected  to  become  a  wife  to,  but  the  ladies  informed 
me  that  she  seemed  by  no  means  cheerful  at  the 
prospect,  and  during  a  conversation  expressed  a  wish 
that  she  had  never  met  him.  Beyond  saying  that  his 
name  was  Paul,  she  gave  them  no  information. 

From  London  I  went  down  to  Southampton,  where 
her  parents  and  other  relatives  lived.     Her  father  had 
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formerly  been  an  officer  in  the  P  and  0.  service,  but 
was  then  occupying  a  position  in  the  Company's  stores 
in  the  docks.  Her  mother,  who  had  already  heard  of 
her  daughter's  sad  end,  was  prostrated  with  grief,  and 
so  ill  that  she  could  not  be  seen.  I  found,  however, 
that  all  Miss  Burton's  relatives  were  in  ignorance  about 
her  engagement.  But  the  last  time  she  had  visited 
them  she  had  said  to  a  married  sister — 

u  Jeannie,  I  have  been  very  foolish  and  very  wicked, 
but  I  hope  all  will  come  right." 

Naturally  her  sister  pressed  her  for  an  explanation 
of  this  strange  remark,  but  she  gave  way  to  hysterical 
weeping,  and  when  she  recoveied,  and  was  reminded  of 
what  she  had  said,  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  there  is 
nothing  in  it.  I  meant  nothing."  And  she  refused 
to  refer  to  the  matter  again. 

Up  to  this  point,  then,  the  mystery  was  almost  as 
much  a  mystery  as  ever — that  is  as  far  as  the  lover 
Paul  was  concerned.  No  arrest  had  been  made,  and  I 
felt  confirmed  in  my  opinion  that  he  had  escaped  from 
the  country,  because,  owing  to  the  photograph,  we  had 
been  enabled  to  circulate  an  accurate  description  of  him 
from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  and  the  hue 
and  cry  had  been  very  keen.  In  the  meantime, 
experiments  had  been  made  with  a  view  to  discovering 
what  the  poison  was  that  had  destroyed  Miss  Burton's 
life ;  and  a  celebrated  chemist  had  expressed  a  definite 
opinion  that  it  was  an  Indian  herb,  which  grew  like  a 
weed  in  the  jungles  of  India,  and  was  known  to  be  very 
deadly.  With  the  exception  of  a  slight  bitterness  it 
had  little  taste,  but  so  powerful  was  it  when  properly 
extracted  and  prepared,  that  five  minutes  after  being 
swallowed  its  effects  were  felt  in  a  strange  drowsiness 
and  great  pain  at  the  heart.     As  insensibility  gradually 
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ensued,  which  might  be  in  any  time  from  half  an  hour 
to  two  hours,  according  to  the  strength  of  the  dose,  the 
distressing  pain  at  the  heart  ceased,  and  the  sufferer 
died  from  paralysis  of  the  heart.  This  case  was 
supposed  to  be  the  first  time  that  the  poison  had  ever 
been  used  for  criminal  purposes  in  Great  Britain.  Its 
effects  after  death  are  only  traceable  by  a  peculiar 
fiabbiness  and  bloodless  condition  of  the  heart. 

I  may  observe  here  that  notwithstanding  the  evidence 
I  had  collected,  and  the  dying  girl's  exclamations — 
which,  I  admit,  were  not  of  much  legal  value — there 
was  a  pretty  strong  opinion  amongst  a  certain  section 
of  the  public  that  the  poor  girl  had  destroyed  her  own 
life  ;  and  the  leading  journal  devoted  a  column  to  what 
it  considered  a  subtle  anaylsis  of  all  the  circumstances 
so  far  as  they  were  known,  in  order  to  prove,  to  its 
own  satisfaction  at  least,  that  it  was  a  case  of  suicide. 
But  I  had  not  the  shadow  of  a  shade  of  doubt  myself 
that  the  mysterious  Paul  had  murdered  the  girl,  and 
the  theory  I  constructed  was  that  he  had  entered  the 
train  with  her  ostensibly  to  accompany  her  to  Carlisle. 
Some  little  time  before  reaching  Hawick  he  had 
succeeded  in  secretly  poisoning  the  sherry  in  the  girl's 
flask,  or  perhaps  he  got  the  flask  filled  with  sherry  at 
Edinburgh  and  poisoned  it  there.  Anyway,  between 
there  and  Hawick  he  induced  her  to  drink  of  the 
poisoned  wine,  and  she  must  have  already  sunk  into 
insensibility  when  Hawick  was  reached,  and  he  had 
covered  her  up  so  that  her  appearance  might  convey  the 
impression  that  she  was  sleeping.  That  he  did  book  to 
Carlisle  was  proved  by  the  fact  that  only  one  ticket  for 
Carlisle  was  issued  by  the  train  Miss  Burton  travelled 
by,  and  it  was  never  collected.  His  escaping  from  the 
train  as  he  did  tended  to  show  that  his  alarm  became 
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so  great  that  he  had  lost  his  head.  If  this  had  not  been 
the  case  he  would  hardly  have  been  so  foolish  as  to 
have  left  the  poisoned  wine  in  the  flask,  unless  he  was 
desirous  of  creating  an  impression  that  she  had  com- 
mitted suicide.  But  whatever  the  details  were,  the 
logical  deduction  pointed  to  a  most  deliberately- 
planned  and  cold-blooded  murder. 

Miss  Farley  had  mentioned  that,  in  the  course  of  a 
conversation,  Miss  Burton  had  told  her  she  had  heard 
that  her  lover  had  been  corresponding  with  a  young 
lady  in  London,  who  was  reputed  to  be  rich.  If  that 
was  true,  and  all  the  other  circumstances  were  con- 
sidered in  connection  with  it,  it  furnished  a  pretty 
strong  motive  for  the  murder  ;  but  though  every  effort 
was  made  to  discover  the  lady,  it  was  without  success. 
That,  however,  did  not  prove  that  she  had  no  existence ; 
because  she  and  her  friends  might  have  been  afraid  of 
its  being  kr_own  that  she  had  had  any  connection  with 
such  a  man,  and  so  they  would  rather  let  a  criminal 
escape  the  penalty  of  his  crime  than  aid  the  law  by 
voluntarily  coming  forward  and  giving  information. 
Such  is  the  selfishness  of  human  nature. 

I  now  returned  to  Edinburgh  and  renewed  my  investi- 
gations there,  but  could  learn  nothing  about  "  Paul," 
and  at  last  I  resolved  to  go  to  Glasgow,  where  there 
were  several  Italians  engaged  in  some  of  the  commer- 
cial houses  there.  I  discovered  a  restaurant  in  the  city 
kept  by  an  Italian,  who  made  a  special  feature  of  cater- 
ing for  his  countrymen  in  Glasgow,  and  thither  they 
resorted.  Being  conversant  with  Italian,  and  able  to 
speak  the  language  fluently,  I  frequented  the  place, 
because  it  occurred  to  me  that,  assuming  that  Paul  was 
known  to  any  of  the  Italians  who  went  there,  they  must 
have  concerted  together  to  screen  him,  for,  in  the  face  of 
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the  publicity  given  to  the  mystery,  they  could  not  all  have 
remained  in  ignorance  that  a  countryman  of  theirs, 
who  was  known  as  Paul,  was  wanted  in  connection  with 
the  crime  ;  and,  knowing  this,  why  did  they  not  come 
forward  with  some  statement  ? 

Of  course  I  was  not  blind  to  the  possibility  that  Paul 
had  not  lived  in  Glasgow,  and  so  was  not  known  there ; 
but  I  had  an  intuitive  feeling  that  he  had  resided  in  some 
part  of  Scotland.  And  all  the  chances  were  in  favour 
of  that  part  being  Glasgow,  where  the  Italian  element 
was  relatively  strong.  Anyway,  until  I  had  proved 
myself  wrong  I  resolved  to  follow  on  the  lines  of  my 
own  reasoning. 

After  a  few  visits  to  the  restaurant  I  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  an  old  man  named  Lorenzo  Politzio,  who 
was  a  waiter  in  one  of  the  big  hotels.  I  found  that  I 
could  venture  to  speak  freely  to  him,  and  so  I  introduced 
the  subject  of  the  supposed  murder,  and  after  we  had 
discussed  it  for  a  time  I  said — 

"  Now,  tell  me,  Signor  Politzio,  whom  do  you  think 
this  mysterious  person  Paul  is  ?  " 

He  toyed  daintily  with  a  cigarette,  scratched  his  grey 
head,  and  then  answered  me — 

"  Well,  the  only  person  I  can  identify  him  with  is 
a  young  man  who  was  known  as  Paul  Ganeia,  who  came 
here  occasionally,  but  has  not  been  seen  since  the  crime." 

"  You  knew  him  Y  "  I  asked  eagerly - 

"  I  have  seen  him." 

"  And  would  you  know  him  again  Y  " 

"  Beyond  doubt." 

"  Tell  me,  then,  is  that  his  portrait  ?  "  I  here  showed 
him  the  photograph,  and  when  he  had  examined  it  for 
a  moment  or  two  he  unhesitatingly  pronounced  it  to  be 
a  likeness  of  the  man  he  had  known  as  Taul  Gancia. 
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This  was  another  step  onward,  I  thought,  and  I  felt 
now  that  I  was  on  the  murderer's  right  track,  though 
whether  I  should  run  him  down  or  not  was  another 
thing.     But  I  was  hopeful. 

"  Do  you  know  anything  further  about  Paul  Grancia?  " 
I  asked. 

"  I  did  not  know  much  about  him,  for  he  was  a  very 
quiet  and  reserved  man.     But  I  understood  he  was  in 

the  employ  of  W Brothers,  merchants  in  this  city, 

who  do  a  large  Italian  trade." 

The  following  morning  I  was  at  W Brothers' 

warehouse  betimes,  and  there  I  learnt  that  a  Paul 
Grancia  had  been  in  their  service  for  two  months,  but 
had  suddenly  thrown  up  his  situation,  saying  that  he 
was  obliged  to  return  immediately  to  Italy  as  his  father 
had  just  died  and  left  him  a  small  estate.  He  had 
gone  to  them  from  an  Italian  house  in  London,  and 
been  highly  recommended.  Shown  the  photograph, 
they  recognized  it  at  once,  also  his  handwriting.  On 
my  asking  them  why  they  had  not  come  forward  to 
give  information  to  the  police,  their  excuse  was  that 
they  did  not  associate  Paul  Gancia  for  a  moment  with 
the  "  Paul "  who  was  wanted. 

It  is  such  stupidity  and  pig-headedness  as  this  which 
so  often  baffles  the  police  in  their  endeavours  to  hunt 
down  criminals. 

I  had  no  difficulty  now  in  ascertaining  that  Paul 
Grancia  had  occupied  lodgings  in  the  house  of  a  Mrs. 
Bremner,  who  lived  in  AVest  Mill  Street.  When  he 
went  away  he  told  her  that  he  was  going  up  to  London 
on  business  and  might  be  absent  for  some  weeks,  but 
that  he  would  keep  his  apartments  on,  and  he  paid  her 
three  weeks'  rent  in  advance.  He  had  taken  most  of 
his  things  away,  but  had  left  a  small  black  bag  and  a 
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few  small  articles  in  the  cupboard  of  his  bedroom. 
Amongst  these  small  articles  was  a  pbial  containing 
about  four  ounces  of  a  clear  fluid  that  was  almost  the 
colour  of  sherry.  I  took  charge  of  this,  and  lost  no 
time  in  sending  it  to  the  London  analyst  who  had 
analysed  the  other  tilings ;  and  in  due  course  he 
reported  that  it  was  a  herbal  narcotic  poison,  identical 
with  the  poison  found  in  the  sherry  and  in  the  fluid 
that  was  taken  from  the  stomach  of  the  deceased  young 
woman.  From  actual  experiment  on  animals  it  was 
found  to  be  very  deadly  in  its  nature,  producing  speedy 
insensibility  and  death.  A  botanical  expert,  who  had 
been  many  years  in  India,  recognized  it  as  a  decoction 
of  the  Indian  herb  to  which  I  have  made  reference,  but 
which  it  is  not  necessary  I  should  mention  the  name  of 
here.  Although  the  herb  had  been  brought  to  England 
for  botanical  collections,  he  had  never  heard  before  of 
the  decoction  being  in  England,  and  it  was  a  mystery 
how  Gbancia  had  become  possessed  of  it.  It  was 
possible,  of  course,  that  he  might  have  procured  the 
leaves  of  the  herb  and  have  made  the  decoction  himself, 
by  macerating  them  in  alcohol,  but  that  argued  a  know- 
ledge on  his  part  of  the  deadly  nature  of  the  drug. 

Armed  with  the  facts  I  had  gathered  up,  I  proceeded 
again  to  London,  and  sought  an  interview  with  the 
principal  of  the  firm  that  had  employed  Grancia.  He 
had  been  with  the  firm  for  a  little  over  four  years,  and 
was  about  twenty-seven  years  of  age.  He  was  a  native 
of  a  little  town  in  Lombardy,  not  far  from  Milan,  and 
previous  to  going  to  London  he  had  been  employed  at  a 
wholesale  chemist  and  druggist's  in  Milan.  It  was  there, 
no  doubt,  that  he  had  obtained  his  knowledge  of  the 
properties  of  the  herb  which  he  had  used  to  take  the 
life  of  his  unfortunate  victim,  Miss  Burton. 
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There  was  now  no  longer  any  doubt  that  Paul  Gancia 
was  the  murderer,  and  I  applied  for  a  warrant  for  his 
arrest.  Armed  with  this  and  the  necessary  documents  to 
place  in  the  consul's  hands,  so  as  to  ensure  his  extradition 
should  I  be  able  to  capture  him,  I  started  for  Italy. 

I  found  that  his  people  were  very  respectable.  His 
mother,  though  born  in  Italy,  was  the  daughter  of  an 
Englishwoman,  and  she  had  called  her  son  Paul  after 
a  brother  of  hers.  I  ascertained  that  their  son  had 
recently  been  home,  but  had  gone  away  hurriedly 
again,  and  they  did  not  know  where  he  had  gone  to. 
They  were  in  great  distress  about  him,  as  he  seemed  so 
terribly  unhappy  when  he  was  at  home.  They  had  not 
heard  of  the  murder,  and  were  anxious  to  know  why  I 
was  making  inquiries  about  him.  But  I  deemed  it 
prudent  not  to  satisfy  them.  By  pushing  my  inquiries 
in  other  quarters,  I  ascertained  that  the  parents  were  not 
truthful  in  saying  they  did  not  know  of  their  son's 
whereabouts.  Suspecting  that  he  had  been  guilty  of 
some  crime,  they  were  trying  to  screen  him,  and  he  had 
sent  letters  to  them  from  Milan,  and  they  had  written  to 
him.  Through  means  of  the  post  office  I  found  out 
his  address,  and  posted  off  to  Milan,  but  he  had  already 
been  warned  and  had  fled.  I  got  on  his  track,  however, 
and  procured  evidence  that  he  had  proceeded  to 
Switzerland,  and  was  probably  in  Geneva,  where  he 
had  an  uncle  who  kept  an  hotel.  That  afternoon  I 
started  for  Arona,  at  the  foot  of  Lake  Maggiore,  and  at 
midnight  I  left  the  little  town  of  Arona  by  the  diligence 
for  the  Simplon  Pass,  which  I  crossed  in  a  terrible 
snowstorm,  and  had  to  seek  refuge  for  a  day  in  the 
hospice  on  the  summit.  When  the  storm  abated  I 
proceeded  on  to  Brigue,  where  I  took  a  train  down  the 
Phone  valley  for  Geneva.     On  airival  there,  I  heard 
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that  the  fugitive  had  been  seen  at  his  uncle's  house ; 
but  probably  he  had  again  been  warned,  for  he  had  once 
more  fled.  But  I  again  got  on  his  track.  He  had 
gone  to  Coire,  the  capital  of  the  Grisons,  and  thither  I 
followed.  But  he  had  only  made  a  brief  stay  in  Coire, 
and  had  proceeded  to  Bellinzona  in  Italy,  so  I  crossed 
the  Spliigen  and  Bernardino  passes  for  that  quaint  and 
picturesque  old  town.  I  had  previously  telegraphed  to 
the  police  asking  that  the  fugitive  might  be  arrested. 
I  had  done  the  same  thing  in  Geneva,  but  he  had 
managed  to  slip  the  authorities  there.  So  he  did  in 
Bellinzona,  but  it  was  in  another  way.  He  had  taken 
lodgings  in  a  cafe,  and,  becoming  aware  by  some 
means  or  other  that  the  gendarmes  were  after  him,  he 
fled  from  the  cafe  by  a  back  entrance.  Being  hotly 
pursued,  he  made  for  the  Pont  du  Tessin,  which  spans 
the  impetuous  Tecino,  and,  realizing  at  last  that  escape 
from  man's  justice  was  hopeless,  he  leapt  on  the  parapet 
of  the  bridge,  and,  with  a  wail  of  despair,  plunged  into 
the  swollen  and  thundering  torrent.  His  body  was  not 
recovered  for  four  days,  when  it  was  found  mangled 
and  crushed  amongst  the  jagged  rocks  some  miles 
below  the  town. 

Although  he  had  thus  defeated  earthly  law,  and  I 
had  not  succeeded  in  taking  him  alive,  I  felt  as  I 
wended  my  way  leisurely  back  to  England  that  poor 
Miss  Burton's  cruel  death  had  been  amply  avenged ; 
but  there  was  still  mystery  in  connection  with  it  that 
was  never  likely  to  be  cleared  up.  In  pursuing  her 
slayer  from  place  to  place  I  had  passed  through  many 
magnificent  scenes,  which  were  sternly  grand  and  solemn 
in  their  winter  robes,  and  often  I  had  wondered  to  my- 
self how  it  was  that  in  God's  fair  earth,  which  is  so  very 
beauti  f  ul,  man  should  be  so  vile  and  cruel  tohis  f  ellow-m  an. 


w 


SPRWGTKORPE'S  LAST  FLUTTER. 

He  who  wants  to  see  how  nature  and  art,  working 
sympathetically  hand  in  hand,  can  produce  a  Paradise, 
must  visit  Monte  Carlo  in  the  midwinter  season.  At 
that  time  the  air  is  languid  with  the  perfume  of  the 
orange  and  lemon  blossom.  There  are  flowers  every- 
where ;  the  sky  is  a  rich  lapis  lazuli ;  the  background  of 
mountains — which  are  such  a  conspicuous  feature  at 
Monte  Carlo — stand  clearly  out  in  the  crystalline  ah1, 
every  outline,  curve,  and  ridge  being  sharply  defined ; 
and  at  no  other  time  of  the  year  does  the  treacherous 
Mediterranean  look  so  syren-like — so  deeply,  richly  blue, 
so  tranquil  and  dreamy,  as  it  flashes  and  scintillates  like 
a  field  of  diamonds  in  the  brilliant  sunlight.  The  palms, 
the  capsicums,  and  the  peppers,  their  vivid  greenness  as 
yet  unsullied  by  the  parching  heat  and  dust  which  mars 
them  later  on,  lend  a  tropic  luxuriance  to  the  foliage  ; 
and  turn  which  way  the  eye  will  it  meets  such  a  wealth 
of  colouring  that  it  becomes  satiated.  And  amidst  all 
this  beauty  loiter  and  lounge  richly-dressed  women 
and  men,  who — if  one  were  to  judge  by  external 
appearances  only — are  without  a  care  in  the  world. 

In  this  place  stands  one  of  the  most  seductive  temples 
that  man  has  ever  reared  as  an  altar  on  which  his  fellow- 
man  may  sacrifice  to  the  god  of  mammon.  The  marble 
walls,  the  porphyry  pillars,  the  tessellated  floors,  the 
gilded  ceilings,  the  massive  velvet  curtains  with  their 


SPRINGTHORPE'S  LAST  FLUTTER.  67 

loopings  of  gold,  pander  to  the  sensuousness  of  the 
visitor,  and  bewilder  one  with  their  very  richness.  But 
the  majority  of  people  who  flock  to  these  marble  halls 
are  simply  blind  devotees  of  mammon,  and  the  "  aura 
sacra  fames  "  lures  them  to  their  destruction,  as  the 
honey-pot  lures  flies.  The  roulette  tables  and  the 
trente-et-quarante  rooms  are  the  gods  before  whom  they 
prostrate  themselves,  and  to  them  they  are  willing  to 
sacrifice  their  hearts  and  souls. 

To  this  place  we  will  introduce  the  reader  on  a 
brilliant  day  in  February.  It  is  the  height  of  the 
season,  and  the  gaming  rooms  are  crowded  with  men 
and  women  of  all  nationalities.  There  are  young  and 
old,  the  maiden  in  her  teens,  the  beardless  youth,  the 
wrinkled  and  the  gnarled,  the  bald-headed  and  grey- 
headed ;  and  on  all  the  faces — youth  and  age  alike — is 
either  a  look  of  intense  nervous  eagerness  or  of  wild 
despair,  according  to  whether  fortune  has  gone  in  favour 
of  or  against  the  worshippers  of  this  modern  Baal. 
Around  every  table  is  a  surging,  jostling,  anxious 
crowd ;  those  outside  struggling  and  pressing  so  as  to 
get  near  enough  to  put  their  money  down  at  the  cry  of 
the  officiating  priests — "  Faites  vos  jeux,  messieurs  et 
mesdames."  But  there  is  little  noise,  for  strict  silence 
is  enforced,  though  sometimes  a  deep  sigh  floats  upwards, 
or  a  muffled  oath  escapes  from  some  unhappy  wretch 
who  has  wooed  fortune  in  vain. 

But  it  is  in  the  card  rooms  devoted  to  trente-et- 
quarante  where  the  most  impressive  silence  reigns. 
Seated  at  the  green  baize  tables  the  gamblers  watch 
with  strained  and  bloodshot  eyes  the  cards  as  the  dealer 
lays  them  down  in  a  double  row  before  him ;  and  when 
the  game  is  called,  those  who  win  clutch  the  money 
that  is  pushed  towards  them  with  the  greed  of  the 
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miser,  while  thqge  who  lose  part  with  their  pile  with 
compressed  lips  and  knitted  brows. 

At  one  of  the  tables  a  young  man  sits — handsome  of 
face,  and  yet  it  is  marked  with  "  the  world's  slow 
stain."  He  is  fair,  with  a  mass  of  curly  light  hair 
falling  over  his  white  forehead.  A  drooping  moustache 
only  partially  conceals  the  mouth,  that  in  its  curves 
and  lines  speaks  too  surely  of  a  weak,  vacillating 
nature  ;  and  this  is  borne  out  in  the  thin,  quivering 
nostrils  and  the  restless  blue  eyes.  As  yet  he  can 
scarcely  have  passed  twenty-five  years  of  life ;  never- 
theless, there  is  something  about  him  which  is  sugges- 
tive of  one  who  has  played  recklessly  with  his  years, 
and  frittered  away  the  golden  gift  of  youth.  Eeginald 
Springthorpe — for  that  was  his  name — had  been  care- 
fully nurtured  and  tenderly  brought  up,  and  succeeded 
to  what  is  so  often  a  heritage  of  woe  to  a  young  man — 
a  large  fortune.  His  father  had  been  an  honoured  and 
successful  merchant  in  the  city  of  London.  Dying 
when  his  only  child  Eeginald — who  was  also  mother- 
less— was  little  more  than  an  infant,  he  left  him  a 
fortune  of  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  which  he 
was  to  obtain  full  possession  of  when  he  became  of  age. 
His  guardian,  a  God-fearing  and  rigid  man,  had  done 
his  best  to  fit  his  ward  for  bearing  the  grave  respon- 
sibility of  wealth  ;  but  the  lad  was  naturally  weak  in 
disposition,  and  during  three  years  which  he  had  spent 
at  Oxford  he  had  given  way  to  such  extravagances  and 
excesses  that  his  guardian  was  filled  with  anxiety,  and 
could  he  have  clone  so  ho  would  have  withheld  the 
fortune  until  the  young  man  had  gained  a  little  more 
wisdom.  But  wisdom  and  Reginald  Springthorpe 
were  never  likely  to  be  closely  acquainted,  for  as  soon 
as  ever  he  attained  his  majority,  and  became  free  to 
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deal  with  Ms  money  as  he  liked,  he  snapped  his  fingers 
at  all  those  who  ventured  to  give  him  advice,  and 
seemed  to  have  determined  on  furnishing  the  world 
with  another  strong  proof  of  the  adage  that  a  fool  and 
his  money  are  soon  parted.  His  inheritance  included 
a  small  residential  estate  in  the  West  End  of  London, 
and  here  as  a  gilded  youth,  weak  and  vain,  he  attracted 
round  him  a  coterie  of  flatterers  and  fawners,  and  he 
developed  a  fatal  weakness  for  gambling.  His  life 
during  the  three  years  that  followed  was  an  outrage 
against  nature  and  common  sense.  But  some  of  his 
friends  said,  "  He  will  be  all  right  when  he  gets  a  little 
older,  and  especially  if  he  marries  a  woman  who  will 
take  an  interest  in  him  and  endeavour  to  wean  him 
from  his  follies." 

About  a  year  before  we  meet  him  at  Monte  Carlo  he 
had  made  the  acquaintance  of  Ethel  Verebrook,  the 
daughter  of  a  retired  naval  commander,  who  was  very 
highly  connected.  Ethel  was  a  beautiful  and  charming 
girl  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  At  first  her  parents 
set  their  faces  against  Eeginald,  in  spite  of  his  reputed 
wealth ;  but  when  they  found  that  their  daughter  was 
desperately  in  love  with  him,  they  conquered  their  ob- 
jections and  consented  to  his  paying  his  addresses  to 
her.  The  Verebrooks  were  spending  the  winter  in 
the  Eiviera,  and  were  sojourning  for  a  time  at 
Monte  Carlo,  and  Eeginald  Springthorpe  had  just 
come  out  from  England  to  join  them  there.  He 
had  promised  his  betrothed  that  he  would  not  go 
near  the  gaming  tables,  but  the  promise  was  not 
kept.  The  fascination  was  too  strong,  and  he  was 
too  weak,  and  so  he  had  stolen  into  the  Casino  to 
have,  as  he  termed  it,  a  little  "flutter"  at  the  card 
table. 
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He  had  been  playing  for  two  hours,  and  had  lost 
heavily,  and  at  last,  rising,  pale  and  agitated,  he  put  on 
his  hat  and  went  forth  into  the  brilliant  sunshine,  where 
all  things  seemed  so  glad,  so  bright  and  beautiful.  He 
hurried  to  the  grand  palm-fringed  terrace  that  overlooks 
the  sea,  where  he  was  to  meet  Ethel,  and  where  she  had 
been  waiting  for  some  time.  She  was  a  woman  of 
whom  any  man  might  have  felt  proud.  Tall  and  grace- 
ful, with  a  girlish  figure  and  a  face  that  was  sweetness 
itself,  she  was  a  prize  well  worth  the  winning. 

"  Well,  truant,"  she  exclaimed,  as  her  lover  hurried 
up,  "  why  have  you  kept  me  waiting  so  long?"  Then, 
as  she  noticed  his  agitated  manner  and  look  of  anxiety, 
she  added,  "  Reginald,  I  believe  you  have  broken  your 
promise  and  have  been  into  the  gambling-room." 

He  laughed,  but  it  was  a  laugh  without  laughter  in 
it,  as  he  answered — 

"  I  have,  dear — I  won't  deceive  you.  But  do  not  be 
angry  with  me.  I  just  went  in  to  have  a  little  flutter 
and  to  pass  an  hour  away." 

"And  you  have  been  losing  ?  "  she  remarked  anxiously. 

"  A  few  francs,"  he  replied,  with  an  assumed  air  of 
indifference.  "But  there — it  is  nothing;  don't  let  us 
talk  about  it  any  more." 

"  All !  Reginald,"  she  sighed,  "  it  is  unkind  of  you. 
You  promised  me,  and  you  promised  my  father,  that 
you  would  never  gamble  again.  If  he  should  come  to 
know  of  it  he  would  not  forgive  you.  Why  do  j'ou  not 
strive  to  cure  yourself  of  this  fatal  weakness  ?  For  my 
sake — for  your  own  sake — you  should  do  so." 

"  Darling,"  he  said  pathetically,  and  with  seeming 
earnestness,  "  let  your  reproaches  cease.  For  your 
sake  I  would  lay  down  mj  life,  and  I  promise  you  I 
will  give  you  no  cause  for  sorrow  again." 
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"  Dear  boy,"  she  answered  proudly,  as  she  caressed 
his  hand,  "  I  will  trust  you  with  all  my  heart  and  soul. 
For  I  love  you,  Regi — trust  you — heaven  knows  how 
strong  and  deep  is  my  love — and  when  a  woman  loves 
truly,  she  has  no  room  for  doubt." 

The  anxious  look  in  his  pale  handsome  face  deepened 
at  these  words,  and  he  turned  away  as  if  to  hide  his 
face  from  her.  And  then,  in  a  faltering  voice,  he 
said — 

"  Ethel — heaven  has  been  far,  far  too  good  to  me, 
and  sometimes  I  wish  that  I  had  never  met  you." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Reginald  ? "  she 
asked  quickly,  and  with  a  painful  intensity  of 
expression. 

"  I  mean,  dear,  that  I  am  not  worthy  of  3'ou." 

"  If  you  will  be  true  to  yourself  you  will  be  worthy 
of  me,"  she  answered  reprovingly.  "A  true  man 
should  be  able  to  conquer  his  weaknesses.  You  can 
mar  or  make  the  happiness  of  us  both  by  a  very  little. 
If  my  love  is  worth  having,  it  is  worth  making  some 
small  sacrifice  for.  That  sacrifice  is  the  breaking  off 
of  vicious  habits " 

"  Oh,  Ethel,"  he  exclaimed  appealingly,  and  with 
apparent  sincerity  in  his  tone  and  manner,  "  do  not 
wound  me  like  that !  The  habits  shall  be  broken  off — 
I  am  yours,  I  will  devote  my  life  to  you.  I  will 
endeavour  to  be  all  that  a  man  should  be  to  the 
woman  he  loves.  Eorgive  me  for  the  past — trust  me 
for  the  future." 

"  I  do,"  she  answered  softly,  closing  her  gloved 
fingers  round  his  arm  in  a  loving  pressure.  "  But 
come,  let  us  return  to  the  villa.  Mamma  is  going  for 
a  drive,  and  I  promised  that  I  would  take  you  back  to 
join  her." 
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"  Let  us  go,  then,"  he  replied,  as  he  drew  her  arm 
further  through  his.  But  he  seemed  somehow  as  if 
he  were  afraid  of  letting  his  eyes  meet  her  eyes,  and 
the  look  of  settled  anxiety  departed  not  from  him. 

Mrs.  Yerehrook  occupied  apartments  in  the  Villa 
Florio,  that  stood  on  the  slope  of  a  hill  and  commanded 
a  full  view  of  the  wide  blue  sea,  and  of  the  picturesque 
mountains  that  overshadow  Hentone  and  Bordighera, 
and  fade  away  into  dreamy  mistiness  in  the  far  distance. 
The  carriage  was  already  waiting  at  the  door,  and  the 
lady  chided  the  lovers  for  lingering.  But  Ethel  made 
an  excuse  which  found  acceptance,  and  her  mother  was 
satisfied.  The  drive  taken  was  along  one  of  the  roads 
that  lead  into  the  mountains,  and  which  every  now  and 
again  afforded  glimpses  of  the  distant,  snow-clad  Alps, 
glittering  in  the  sunlight,  and  peeps  into  the  smiling 
valleys  where  the  rushing  streams  glimmered  like 
molten  silver.  Reginald  Springthorpe  tried  to  appear 
cheerful  and  interested,  but  it  was  a  sorry  attempt,  and 
it  was  only  too  obvious  that  he  had  something  on 
his  mind.  His  preoccupied,  abstracted  manner  clearly 
showed  that,  and  these  signs  did  not  escape  the  notice 
of  Ethel. 

When  they  returned  from  the  drive,  and  while  they 
were  together  in  the  drawing-room,  she  suddenly  threw 
her  arms  round  his  neck,  as  if  prompted  by  some 
irresistible  impulse,  and  looking  up  into  his  face,  with 
tearful  eyes  she  said,  with  every  manifestation  of 
distress  in  her  tone — 

"What  is  it,  dear,  that  is  preying  on  your  mind? 
All  the  time  we  have  been  out  I  have  watched  your  sad, 
sorrowful  face,  which  betrays  too  surely  that  you  are 
not  happy.  Ah !  Eegi,  why  are  you  such  an  enemy  to 
yourself  ?     Fortune  has  smiled  upon  you,  and  nature 
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has  favoured  you,  and  yet  you  crush  the  flowers  of 
your  life  beneath  your  feet,  and  turn  what  should  be  a 
smiling  garden  into  a  wilderness." 

"  Oh,  Ethel,"  he  exclaimed  as  he  clasped  her  to  him 
with  an  excess  of  nervous  energy,  "  how  your  words 
cut  me  to  the  very  heart's  core  !  I  have  been  a  mad, 
blind  fool,  and  know  that  I  am  all  unworthy  the  love 
of  one  so  good  and  true  as  you  are.  I  have  something 
on  my  mind,  but  I  cannot,  dare  not  tell  you  what  it  is. 
Later  on,  perhaps,  I  will  do  so.  But  so  conscious  am  I 
of  my  unworthiness  of  you,  that  I  feel  I  ought 
to  go  away,  and  never  again  look  upon  you." 

"  If  you  did  that,  dear,  I  should  die,"  she  answered 
softly,  but  with  a  strange  earnestness  that  could  not 
fail  to  impress  him;  and  she  added,  "  Why  speak  so 
despairingly  of  yourself  ?  You  have  youth  yet,  and 
your  happiness  is  in  your  own  hands." 

"  It  was"  he  replied,  laying  emphasis  on  the  "was," 
as  if  he  wished  to  imply  some  special  meaning  ;  "  but  I 
have  trifled  with  it,  and  I  fear  now  it  has  gone  from 
me  for  ever." 

"  Oh,  nonsense!"  she  replied,  trying  to  look  cheerful 
and  speak  lightly,  "  you  are  in  a  morbid  frame  of  mind, 
and  must  arouse  yourself.  It  is  not  good  for  a 
young  man  to  talk  as  you  do.  Besides,  for  my  sake — 
and  you  say  you  love  me — you  must  be  happy  and 
cheerful.  Think  of  what  we  are  to  each  other,  and 
remember  you  hold  in  your  hand  not  only  your  own 
life  and  happiness,  but  mine.  The  day  after  to-morrow, 
as  you  know,  we  leave  here,  and  return  to  Cannes. 
You  must  go  with  us.  Supremely  beautiful  as  this 
place  is,  it  is  not  the  place  for  you.  You  will  leave 
with  us,  will  you  not  and  spend  the  remainder  of  the 
«eason  in  Cannes  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  he  faltered,  "  and  yet,  and  yet— — " 

"And  yet  what?"  she  asked  as  he  seemed  dis- 
inclined to  say  what  he  intended  to  say. 

"  I  wish  that  you  would  give  me  up,  that  you  would 
try  and  forget  me,"  he  replied. 

She  started  from  him,  and  her  beautiful  face  flushed 
red  with  emotion. 

"  Eeginald  Springthorpe,"  she  said,  "  do  you  really 
mean  that  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  he  replied  in  a  low  voice,  and  not  daring  to 
look  at  her. 

For  a  moment  she  stood  as  if  she  had  been  deprived  of 
the  power  of  speech  or  motion,  and  the  colour  faded  from 
her  cheeks,  leaving  them  pale  as  marble.  Then  she  spoke, 
and  there  was  a  pitiable  ring  of  anguish  in  her  voice — 

"  If  I  really  thought  that  you  wished  me  to  give  you 
up " 

"  I  do  wish  it,"  he  said,  still  keeping  his  face  averted. 

Her  bosom  rose  and  fell  with  emotion  as  she  con- 
tinued— "  You  do  not  love  me,  then — your  love  is  given 
to  another?" 

"  Yes,"  he  murmured.  "  I  have  been  fascinated  by  a 
syren,  and  I  have  been  too  weak,  too  cowardly  to  resist. 
She  has  lured  me  to  my  ruin.  Therefore  let  me  go 
from  you,  and  curse  me  if  you  like.  Yet  on  my  knees 
would  I  ask  you  to  forgive  me." 

She  was  deadly  pale  now,  and  her  lip  quivered,  so 
that  she  bit  it  to  hide  her  emotion.  She  drew  herself 
up  with  a  certain  hauteur,  and  the  anger  of  insulted 
pride  flashed  from  her  eyes.  But  it  was  some  moments 
before  she  could  trust  herself  to  speak,  and  then  she 
could  only  command  her  voice  by  a  supreme  effort,  for 
she  had  mistaken  his  meaning  and  thought  that  a  rival 
stood  in  her  way. 
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"  Go  !  "  she  said  coldly.  "  I  shall  utter  no  curses 
against  you.  But  you  have  trifled  with  and  broken  my 
heart,  and  your  own  conscience  will  be  sufficient  sting. 
I  have  dreamed  a  dream,  but  am  awake  now,  and 
know  how  you  have  befooled  me." 

He  tried  to  speak,  but  the  words  he  would  have 
uttered  were  strangled  in  his  throat.  He  made  a 
motion  as  if  he  would  have  taken  her  hand,  but  she 
shrank  from  him,  and  the  anger-light  in  her  eyes 
became  more  intense,  as  she  repeated  the  one  word  "  Gro ! " 

And  so  he  passed  out  of  the  room,  and  when  the  door 
had  closed  behind  him  Ethel's  anguish  found  vent  in  a 
great  sob,  and  falling  on  to  a  couch,  she  buried  her  f aco 
in  her  hands  and  wept  bitterly.  And  thus  she  was 
found  by  her  mother  a  little  later  on. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Vere- 
brook,  in  amazement. 

"  Mother,"  answered  her  daughter,  rising  up, 
"  Reginald  and  I  have  parted.     He  loves  another." 

"  Has  he  told  you  this  ?  "  asked  the  lady,  in  hot 
indignation. 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  are  you  not  ashamed  of  these  tears?  Have 
you  no  pride  ?  If  this  man  has  deceived  you  he  shall 
be  punished.  When  your  father  returns  from  London 
he  shall  horsewhip  him  and  expose  him.  But  shed  no 
tears  for  a  worthless  scamp  who  has  dared  to  make  a 
fool  of  you." 

Mrs.  Verebrook  was  very  angry  indeed,  for  her  pride 
was  outraged,  and  she  could  not  control  her  feelings. 
Knowing  this,  Ethel  refrained  from  entering  into  any 
argument. 

In  the  meantime,  Reginald  Springthrope  made  his 
way  back  to  the  hotel  at  which  he  was  staying,  and 
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shutting  himself  in  his  room,  he  gave  way  to  the 
anguish  that  tortured  him. 

"  Oh,  what  a  fool  I  am  !  "  he  moaned.  "  I  have 
been  mad,  absolutely  mad,  but  am  sane  enough  now, 
when  it's  too  late.  And  now  I  see  the  ruin  and  misery 
that  have  fallen  upon  me — ruin,  misery,  and  perhaps 
death.  Well,  a  man  can  die  but  once,  and  better  dead 
than  living  when  all  has  gone,  including  honour.  How 
cruel,  too,  I  have  linen  to  Ethel.  "Will  she  ever  forget 
me,  I  wonder  ?  Perhaps  she  will.  I  wanted  to  say  so 
much  to  her  just  now,  but  when  I  would  have  spoken 
words  failed  me,  and  I  fear  she  has  put  a  wrong 
construction  on  what  I  did  say.  I  would  have 
explained,  yet  I  could  not.  But  she  must  know 
the  truth — must  know  that  I  love  her  better  than  my 
life,  and  in  giving  her  up  I  condemn  myself  to 
torture." 

"When  he  had  grown  a  little  calmer,  he  sat  down  and 
penned  the  following  note  to  her  : — 

"  Judge  me  not  too  harshly,  dear  one.  The  strength 
and  measure  of  my  love  for  you  cannot  be  gauged  by 
words.  But  I  am  a  wrecked  and  ruined  man,  and 
have  little  to  hope  for,  save  it  be  that  in  one  last  turn  of 
the  cards  or  throw  of  the  dice  I  can  retrieve  honour  and 
fortune.  It  might  be  so,  and  then — ah,  then  !  would 
love  find  its  reward.  Hope  is  the  last  thing  to  die,  and 
though  now  I  seem  to  be  plunged  in  darkness,  there 
is  a  tiny  gleam  that  shines  athwart  my  path.  To- 
morrow this  gleam  shall  either  be  expanded  into  a 
broad  ray  of  light  or  extinguished  altogether.  Till 
then,  adieu.  Perhaps  we  shall  meet  again.  But  to- 
morrow decides  my  fate." 

Having  finished  this  letter,  he  sealed  it  up  ready  for 
posting,  then    he  took  out  his  pocket-book   from  his 
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pocket,  and  opening  it  he  revealed  a  packet  of  bank- 
notes, which  he  proceeded  to  count. 

"  Two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,"  he  muttered,  when 
he  had  completed  counting  them.  "  It  is  not  much, 
and  yet  may  it  not  retrieve  everything  Y  When  a  man 
easts  his  all  upon  a  last  flutter,  is  not  fortune  likely  to 
favour  him  ?  To  woo  fortune  one  must  be  brave  and 
bold.     To-morrow,  then,  decides  my  fate." 

That  night  lie  posted  the  letter  to  Ethel  Verebrook ; 
and  he  strolled  for  some  time  alone  along  the  beacli  on 
which  the  titleless  sea  broke  in  creamy  wavelets.  It 
was  a  heavenly  night,  picturesque  clouds  moved  slowly 
across  the  star-studded  sky  ;  and  a  nearly  full  moon 
shining  on  the  moving  waters  turned  them  into  a 
seeming  network  of  filagree  silver.  Dreamy  music 
from  the  band,  as  it  played  in  the  gardens,  was  borne 
on  the  breeze  ;  and  the  languid  odours  of  the  orange- 
blossom  saturated  the  air.  The  whole  scene  was  one  of 
wondrous  beauty.  It  was  all  like  a  land  of  enchant- 
ment, or  the  realization  of  some  description  from  an 
over-coloured  fairy  tale.  But  to  the  magnificence  of  the 
scene  Reginald  Springfhorpe  was  indifferent. 

lie  saw  nothing  but  the  devious  way  of  his  past  and 
misspent  life,  and  the  impenetrable  darkness  of  his 
future,  for  certainly  at  that  moment  his  future  appeared 
dark  enough. 

The  morrow  came  full  of  the  grandeur  which  the 
night  had  promised;  up  rose  the  flaming  sun  from  out 
the  sea,  and,  flinging  his  broad  beams  over  that  earthly 
paradise,  gilded  even  the  gold  and  made  even  the  lilies 
fairer. 

Dull  and  mournful,  Reginald  Springthorpc  took  Jus 
way  to  the  Casino,  at  about  the  same  time  that  Ethel 
Verebrook  received  his  letter.     She  had  passed  a  rest- 
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less  and  wretched  night ;  and  when  the  morning  came, 
she  rose  feeling  as  if  life  for  her  had  lost  its  zest,  and 
the  world  its  interest.  Her  lover's  letter  astonished 
her,  and  she  saw  the  whole  matter  in  a  very  different 
light  to  that  in  which  it  had  presented  itself  the  day 
before.  And  at  once  she  determined  to  make  an  effort 
to  save  him  from  himself ;  for  she  thought  that  his  main 
trouble  was  that  he  had  exhausted  his  resources  at  the 
gaming  table,  but  she  did  not  gather  that  he  was 
totally  ruined. 

As  soon  as  she  could  get  away  from  her  home  she 
went  to  his  hotel  and  inquired  for  him,  but  was  informed 
by  a  waiter  that  monsieur  had  gone  to  the  Casino. 
She  was  terribly  distressed,  for  she  was  at  a  loss  how  to 
communicate  with  him,  as  she  hesitated  to  go  alone  into 
the  gambling  rooms.  For  some  time  she  sat  under  the 
trees  in  front  of  the  grand  entrance  in  the  hope  that 
she  might  see  him  come  out.  But  he  did  not  appear, 
and  she  was  compelled  to  return  to  her  home  disconso- 
late. 

And  while  she  waited  and  y  earned  for  him,  Eeginald 
had  gone  to  the  card  room  and  secured  a  seat  at  one  of 
the  tables.  A  look  of  desperation  was  in  his  eyes ; 
he  knew  that  this  was  to  be  his  last  nutter,  win  or 
lose,  for  he  had  made  a  solemn  vow  that  under  no  cir- 
cumstances would  he  ever  gamble  again.  Nervously 
and  anxiously  he  watched  the  cards  dealt  out,  and  he 
staked  a  fourth  of  the  remnant  of  his  fortune,  and  when 
the  numbers  were  called  he  found  he  was  a  winner. 

It  was  like  an  intoxicating  draught  of  strong  liquor. 
It  inflamed  and  excited  him,  though  he  made  a 
desperate  effort  to  appear  cool  and  collected.  He 
staked  heavily,  and  again  and  again  he  won,  until  he 
was  in  possession  of  a  sum  of  throe  thousand  pounds. 
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But  what  was  that  to  a  man  who  had  squandered  in 
four  years  a  fortune  of  a  hundred  thousand  ?  So  he 
went  on  playing,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  Fates  were 
smiling  upon  him  at  last,  for  his  pile  increased,  until 
his  winnings  amounted  to  six  thousand.  The  intense 
and  eager  excitement  under  which  he  laboured  mani- 
fested itself  in  the  unnatural  brilliancy  of  his  eyes, 
and  the  hectic  flush  on  his  pale  face.  He  turned  to  one 
of  the  attendants,  and  requested  to  be  supplied  with  a 
glass  of  iced  water,  and  when  the  request  had  been 
complied  with,  he  resumed  his  desperate  game.  For 
one  or  two  rounds  he  did  not  stake,  but  simply  watched 
how  the  cards  fell.  Then  he  put  all  he  possessed  on 
one  coup,  and  once  again  the  cards  went  in  his  favour, 
and  his  stakes  were  doubled.  At  last  the  tide  had 
turned,  he  thought,  and  he  saw  a  new  era  dawning  for 
him,  a  new  and  better  life  with  the  woman  he  loved 
by  his  side.  Nobler  aims  and  higher  aspirations  would 
stir  him,  and  he  would  yet  cover  himself  with  honour 
and  renown. 

But  while  he  dreamed  this  dream,  a  hand  suddenly 
tapped  him  lightly  on  the  shoulder,  and  somebody  said 
in  English,  "  Reginald  Springthorpe,  I  have  something 
to  say  to  you.     You  had  better  come  outside." 

He  turned  sharply,  and  beheld  a  thick-set,  dark- 
complexioned,  and  determined-looking  man  standing 
behind  him.  At  the  sight  Springthorpe  grew  deadly 
pale,  and  a  nervous  tremor  caused  a  twitching  in  his 
face,  which  was  filled  with  an  expression  of  pitiable 
despair.  In  a  few  minutes  he  seemed  to  recover 
himself  a  little,  and  with  a  sickly  smile  said,  in  what 
was  little  more  than  a  whisper — 

"  You  must  not  make  a  scene  here.  I  will  have  the 
last  flutter,  and  then  I  shall  be  at  your  service."     As 
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he  spoke,  lie  pulled  from  his  pocket  the  large  roll  of 
notes,  and,  watching  the  dealer  deal  the  cards,  he 
plumped  the  whole  amount  on  the  one  coup.  At  that 
supreme  moment  the  fortune  that  had  mocked  him  by 
smiling  deserted  him,  and  the  croupier's  rake  drew  in 
the  pile  of  notes.  Reginald  Springthorpe's  last  flutter 
had  beggared  him. 

He  rose  slowly,  like  a  man  who  was  dazed  and 
stupefied,  and  from  his  waistcoat  pocket  he  drew  what 
seemed  to  be  a  lozenge,  and  put  it  into  his  mouth, 
Turning  from  the  fatal  table,  he  said  to  the  dark  man, 
who  was  close  by  his  side — 

"  I  guess  your  errand." 

"No  doubt,"  answered  the  man.  "I  am  Maurice 
Fabian,  an  English  detective,  and  I  hold  a  warrant  for 
your  arrest  for  forgery.  As  I  have  gone  through  the 
necessary  formalities  with  the  authorities  of  Monaco, 
there  is  nothing  for  you  to  do  but  to  accompany  me  to 
the  station,  and  we  will  depart  for  London." 

A  strange  smile  lit  up  Springthorpe's  ghastly,  pallid 
face  as  he  answered — 

"  You  are  wrong,  Mr.  Maurice  Fabian.  I  have  yet 
one  other  thing  to  do  before  I  accompany  you." 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"  You  shall  know  anon  if  you  will  accompany  me  to 
my  hotel." 

"  I  do  not  intend  to  lose  sight  of  .you ;  and  if  you  will 
allow  me  to  search  you  and  satisfy  myself  that  you 
have  no  weapon  of  any  kind,  I  will  go  with  you  to  the 
hotel,  and  you  will  have  plenty  of  time  to  gather  your 
things  together." 

Springthorpe  submitted  to  the  search,  but  nothing 
save  a  penknife — which  the  detective  took — was  found 
upon  him.     Then  lighting  a  cigar,  he  went  out  of  the 
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gilded  hall,  followed  closely  by  Eabian,  and  descended 
slowly,  and  as  it  seemed  painfully,  the  marble  steps. 
The  sun  was  declining  and  bathing  in  golden  fire  the 
whole  of  the  marvellous  landscape.  As  he  moved 
along  under  the  trees  a  woman  suddenly  rose  up  from 
a  seat  near,  and  breathed  his  name.  It  was  Ethel 
Verebrook.  He  staggered,  and  tbe  cigar  fell  from  his 
lips. 

"  Ethel,"  he  muttered,  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  why  are 
you  here  ?  " 

"  To  see  you — to  save  you,"  she  answered. 

"  It  is  too  late — too  late,"  he  replied,  in  a  whisper. 
"  I  am  this  man's  prisoner  for  the  moment,  but  my 
release  is  at  hand." 

"  His  prisoner  !  "  she  gasped. 

"  Yes.  But  leave  me,  dear  one.  Farewell !  We 
shall  meet  no  more  in  this  world." 

"You  are  mad — mad!"  she  cried.  "I  will  not 
leave  you ! " 

He  suddenly  put  his  hand  to  his  heart  as  if  some 
deadly  pain  had  seized  him,  and  he  gasped  for  breath. 
The  band  was  playing  Weber's  Last  Yalse,  and  a 
gaily-dressed  crowd,  laughing  and  chattering,  swarmed 
round  the  band-stand.  As  Springthorpe  seemed  as  if 
he  would  fall,  Ethel  took  hold  of  his  arm,  and  the 
detective  supported  him  by  the  other,  and  thus  they  led 
him  across  the  gardens  to  the  hotel,  and  he  was  taken 
into  one  of  the  sitting-rooms,  where,  unmindful  of 
everything  else,  save  that  she  loved  him,  Ethel  fell  at 
his  feet  as  he  sank  into  a  chair,  and  with  a  passionate 
moan  she  cried — 

"  Oh,  Eeginald,  what  does  this  mean  ?  Tell  me — 
confide  in  me — let  me  comfort  you." 

Speaking  with  difficulty,  he  said — 
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"  This  gentleman,"  indicating  Fabian,  "  will  answer 
one  part  of  your  question." 

"  I  am  entrusted  with  the  painful  duty,"  said 
Fabian,  "  of  arresting  him  on  a  charge  of  forging  a  bill 
for  £5,000." 

"  It  is  a  libel — it  is  false.  I  cannot,  will  not  believe 
it !  "  cried  Ethel,  in  pitiable  distress.  "  Reginald, 
speak — say  that  it  is  not  true  !  " 

"It  is  true — quite  true,"  he  gasped,  with  great 
difficulty,  for  he  seemed  as  if  he  was  being 
strangled. 

A  shiver  ran  through  the  beautiful  girl,  and  the 
pallor  of  her  face  almost  equalled  his.  Then  with  a 
muffled  scream  she  flung  her  arms  about  her  lover's 
neck,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Reginald,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  P  You  are 
ill — you  are  dying  !  " 

He  turned  his  glazing  eyes  upon  her,  and  as  a  spasm 
of  pain  passed  over  his  features  he  murmured — 

"It  is  the  last  flutter."  Then  addressing  the 
detective,  he  said,  with  a  sad  smile,  "  I  told  you  I  had 
one  other  thing  to  do  before  accompanying  you  to 
England.     That  is— to  die." 

He  never  spoke  again.  He  gave  two  or  three  gasps, 
his  breast  heaved  convulsive^,  a  shudder  shook  him ; 
then  he  was  still — dead.  He  had  died  by  his  own 
hand.  In  that  lozenge  he  had  put  into  his  mouth  at 
the  gaming  table  was  a  powerful  poison.  He  had 
played  his  last  stake,  and  the  detective  saw  that  the  law 
had  been  cheated.  Reginald  Springthorpe  had  gone  to 
a  higher  tribunal. 

Outside,  the  band  was  playing  the  last  bars  of  the 
valse,  joyous  laughter  rose  on  the  scented  air,  the  sun 
sank    lower,   and  the   gold   deepened   and   gradually 
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changed  to  purple  shadows  that  crept  over  the  hills,  and 
lay  upon  the  sea. 

With  difficulty  Ethel  was  separated  from  her  dead 
lover,  who  was  buried  the  following  day  at  Mr.  Yere- 
brook's  expense  in  the  exquisite  Grod's  Acre  where  the 
dead  lie  who  die  in  Monte  Carlo. 

Ethel  returned  with  her  parents  to  England,  but  for 
a  long  time  she  hovered  between  life  and  death,  and 
grave  fears  were  entertained  that  she  would  not  recover. 
Gradually,  however,  she  came  out  of  the  shadows,  and 
in  the  course  of  time  another  wooed  and  won  her.  And 
though  her  heart  was  seared,  she  found  happiness  and 
joy  at  last  in  the  love  of  a  good  husband  and  sweet 
children. 
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When  I  was  a  very  young  man,  and  soon  after  I  had 
joined  the  London  force,  I  had  a  somewhat  farcical 
experience.  My  name  had  been  prominently  before  the 
public  for  several  weeks  in  connection  with  a  band  of 
malefactors  who  had  been  engaged  in  extensive  coining 
operations.  I  was  fortunate  in  being  able  to  bring  this 
band  to  book,  after  a  great  deal  of  trouble,  and  in  the 
face  of  many  difficulties  that  seemed  to  shut  off  all  hope 
of  success.  However,  I  did  succeed,  and  the  result  was 
some  distinction  ;  to  this  fact,  I  suppose,  I  must  attribute 
my  connection  with  the  following  case. 

I  was  informed  one  morning  by  my  chief  that  a  report 
had  been  lodged  at  head-quarters  of  a  robbery  of 
jewellery,  valued  at  something  like  a  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds,  and  I  was  instructed  to  "  look  into  the  matter." 
The  man  who  had  complained  of  being  robbed  had  left 
his  card,  which  was  handed  to  me.  It  was  a  somewhat 
pretentious-looking  bit  of  pasteboard,  on  which  the 
following  was  printed — 

Mb.  BARNEY  O'FLAGGERTY 
{From  Tipperary), 

BAG   AND   BONE   MERCHANT. 

The  highest  price  given  for  old  boots  and  shoes,  old  umbrellas, 

old  clothes. 

N.B. — Me  and  me  wife  waits  upon  ladies  and  gentlemen  daily. 

Distance  no  object. 

Testimonials  from  the  Aristocracy. 

Notice. — Only  address,  279,  Goswell  Road,  London. 
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This  certainly  smacked  of  business  and  enterprise, 
and  I  felt  that  the  gentleman  who  dealt  in  rags  and 
bones,  and  who  boasted  of  testimonials  from  the  aris- 
tocracy, was  worth  knowing,  so  I  took  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  waiting  upon  Mr.  Barney  O'Flaggerty 
from  Tipperary. 

I  found  that  he  had  extensive  premises,  packed  with 
as  miscellaneous  a  collection  of  rubbish  as  it  is  possible 
to  imagine.  Perhaps  the  word  "  rubbish  "  is  not  quite 
correctly  applied  here,  because  the  rooms  full  of  ol  1 
clothes,  boots  and  shoes,  battered,  old  and  shapeless 
hats,  distorted  and  mangled  umbrellas,  rags  white  and 
coloured,  et  cetera,  represented,  no  doubt,  a  very  con- 
siderable sum  of  money.  At  the  back  of  the  premises 
was  a  wooden  shed,  over  a  hundred  feet  long,  contain- 
ing great  heaps  of  scraps  of  iron,  tin,  lead,  brass ;  rusty 
old  screws  and  nails,  and  such-like  unconsidered  trifles, 
which,  in  most  households,  are  looked  upon  as  a  nuis- 
ance, and  are  swept  out,  or  collected,  and  sold  by  the 
slaveys  for  a  few  halfpence  to  the  "  rag  and  bone  man." 
From  Mr.  Barney  O'Flaggerty's  surroundings — his 
well-furnished  house,  and  the  general  air  of  comfort 
which  pervaded  his  establishment — it  was  pretty 
evident  that  this  trade  in  "  rubbish "  paid  him 
well. 

Mr.  O'Flaggerty  was  a  little  man,  with  a  rotund 
figure,  a  bullet  head,  with  hair  cropped  a  la  blacking- 
brush  fashion,  a  florid  complexion,  and  merry  twinkling 
little  eyes. 

"  Yez  see,  Mister  Donovan,"  he  began,  "it's  this 
way.  Sez  Oi  to  the  woife,  sez  Oi,  when  we  diskivered 
that  the  jools  was  missing,  sez  Oi,  '  We  must  put  the 
great  detictive,  Donovan,  on  the  job,  for  if  any  one  can 
foind  out  the  thaafe  he's  the  boy.'  " 


86  WANTED  I 

I  bowed,  and  told  him  I  felt  flattered  beyond 
expression  of  words  at  such  a  testimony  coming  from 
such  a  source.  Whereupon  Mr.  O'Flaggerty's  face 
expanded  into  a  broad  grin,  as  he  said — 

"  Share  you're  very  welcome,  and  if  yez  foind  the 
jools  Oi'll  be  plazed  to  give  yez  a  written  testimonial 
that  will  get  yez  a  situation  any  day  if  yez  happen  to 
be  thrown  out  of  employment." 

"  Really,  sir,"  I  exclaimed,  "  you  are  too  magnani- 
mous. But  let  us  to  business.  You  have  lost  jewellery 
to  the  value  of  £150.  Was  this  jewellery  that  you've 
lost  some  that  you  had  to  dispose  of  ?  " 

"Be  jabers,  did  yez  ever  hear  the  loikes  o'  that? 
Indade  I  didn't  wrant  to  dispose  of  them.  It's  my 
woife's  jools  that's  been  stolen." 

"Tour  wife's  ?  "  I  cried,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes.  Yez  see,  she  and  me  was  up  the  night  before 
last  at  Widder  Hooligan's,  in  Clerkenwell,  on  the 
occasion  of  the  waking  of  her  dead  husband.  Bridget 
Hooligan  is  from  me  own  country,  and  she  always  was 
a  dacent  body ;  and  when  Mike  Hooligan  died  she 
rasolved  to  wake  him  in  a  superior  kind  of  manner.  So 
she  sint  out  invatations  to  the  gintry  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, inclooding  meself,  and  sez  Oi  to  my  woife,  sez  Oi, 
'  Molly,  you'll  have  to  put  on  yez  best  silk  toggery,  and 
all  yez  jools,  bekase  Oi  wouldn't  loike  me  ould  frind 
Mike  Hooligan  to  think  that  we'd  been  disrespectful 
to  his  corrups.'  And  sez  Molly,  '  Do  you  think,'  says 
she,  '  the  company  will  be  select  ?  '  '  Select,'  says  Oi ; 
'  do  yez  suppose  the  Widder  Hooligan  would  invoite 
anybody  that  wasn't  respictable.'  So  Molly  put  on  an 
illigant  black  satin  gown,  and  all  the  joollery  that  ever 
Oi  guv  her.  And,  Mr.  Donovan,  if  yez  had  only  seen 
her,  yez  mouth,  sor,  would  have  wathered,  for  she  was 
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as  foine  a  sight  as  iver  yez  set  your  two  eyes  on. 
Begorra,  sor,  yez  couldn't  have  towld  her  from  a 
mimber  of  the  aristockracy." 

Here  he  opened  a  door  that  led  into  a  passage,  and 
called  out — 

"  Molly,  darlint,  come  here,  while  Oi  introduce  yez  to 
a  great  detictive." 

In  a  few  minutes  Mrs.  O'Flaggerty  waddled  in  the 
room.  She  could  not  have  weighed  an  ounce  less  than 
fourteen  stone.  "What  little  hair  she  had  was  rusty  red, 
while  her  complexion  was  yellow  and  brick-dust  colour. 
She  had  small,  bleared  eyes,  and  a  mouth  that  extended 
across  the  whole  of  the  lower  part  of  her  face. 

"Me  woife,"  said  O'Flaggerty,  with  touching  pride, 
extending  his  hand  towards  her  by  way  of  introducing 
me  to  her. 

"Good  day  to  yez,"  she  exclaimed,  as  she  flopped 
into  a  chair,  which  creaked  ominously  beneath  her  weight. 

I  returned  her  greeting,  and  then  asked  her  to  give 
me  particulars  of  her  loss. 

"  Was  Barney  telling  yez  we  were  at  Mike  Hooli- 
gan's wake  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a  voice  that  reminded  one 
of  the  sharpening  of  a  saw. 

"Yes,  madam,  he  has  already  furnished  me  with 
that  information." 

"  Well,  it  was  as  foine  a  wake  as  iver  Oi've  been  at. 
But  there  was  some  people  there  that,  for  the  loife  av 
me,  Oi  couldn't  understand  why  Bridget  had  axed 
to  come.  But  nevertheless  we'd  great  fun,  and  Bridget 
did  the  thing  handsome,  for  poor  Mike  was  greatly 
respicted,  and  av  coorse  we  had  to  drink  his  health. 
Well,  sor,  if  yez  had  seen " 

I  here  suggested  that,  perhaps,  it  was  not  necessary  to 
go  into  all  these  details,  for  while  they  were  no  doubt 
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highly  interesting,  time  was  valuable,  and  it  would  be 
as  well  to  come  to  the  main  point.  But  the  lady 
declared  that  she  was  coming  to  it,  if  I  had  not 
interrupted  her,  so  I  let  her  proceed  in  her  own  way, 
and  she  continued — 

"  As  Oi  was  saying,  it  was  the  foinest  sight  yez  iver 
saw.  The  corrups  looked  illigant,  for  Bridget  did  the 
thing  without  regarding  the  expinse,  and  dressed  him  in 
his  best  clothes,  and  as  we  gazed  on  him,  divil  a  dry  eye 
was  there  in  the  place.  So  Bridget  sez,  sez  she,  '  Me 
friends,  me  heart's  just  being  ripped  out  av  me  wid 
grief  when  Oi  sees  how  yez  are  affected,  and  if  you'll 
step  into  the  other  room,  there's  a  small  drap  of  whisky 
that  Oi  sent  to  Oireland  for  in  honour  of  me  poor  dead 
husband.'  So  wid  that  we  all  went  into  the  other  room, 
and  the  fun  began.  "Well,  sor,  if  yez  had  seen  the  way 
every  one  prisint  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  it 
would  have  done  yez  good.  There  was  lashins  of  the 
foinest  ould  malt  from  Belfast,  and  every  dilicacy  av  the 
season :  so  there  was  small  cause  for  us  not  enjoying 
ourselves.  "While  I  was  taking  the  floor  with  Pat 
Murphy,  me  diamond  brooch  fell  off,  and  picking  it  up 
with  the  illigintest  bow,  he  guv  it  to  me.  And  sez  Oi 
to  me  husband,  sez  Oi,  '  Barney,  yez  had  better  put  all 
these  things  in  your  pocket,  for  all  the  company  has  got 
a  sight  of  them  now,  and  may  be  Oi'll  be  losing  them.' 
And  wid  that  he  tuk  me  brooch  and  me  goold  watch, 
and  me  earrings  and  me  chain,  and  puts  them  upstairs 
in  Bridget's  bedroom.  Well,  sor,  we  kipt  up  the  fun 
till  four  o'clock  in  the  mornin',  and  then  Barney  says 
as  we  ought  to  be  going ;  and  as  the  whisky  was  taking 
a  hould  of  him " 

"  That's  a  loie  for  yez  !  "  chimed  in  Barney. 

"  Devil  a  loie  !  "  answered  the  lady  emphatically. 
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"  Shure  it  was  yourself  that  couldn't  stand,  and  I  had 
to  support  yez." 

"  Och  !  the  Lord  forgive  yez,  Barney,"  exclaimed  the 
lady,  in  horror,  holding  up  her  fat  hands  heavenwards 
and  displaying  on  her  enormous  fingers  several  valuable 
rings.  "  Was  there  iver  such  a  loie  tould  before  in  all 
the  wurrold  P  " 

"  Oi  tell "  began   Barney,  with  rising  warmth  ; 

but  I  promptly  put  a  stop  to  the  discussion  by  taking  up 
my  hat  and  threatening  to  depart  if  they  did  not  come 
to  the  point.  And  so  the  lady,  in  a  half-sobbing  way, 
said — 

"  "Well,  sor,  as  Oi  was  going  to  say,  Oi  got  Barney  to 
his  feet,  and  wint  upstairs  for  me  clothes  and  me  jools, 
but  divil  a  jool  was  there  to  be  found.  Av  coorse  I 
axed  if  anybody  had  seen  me  jools.  Me  friend  Bridget 
Hooligan  had  been  that  overcome  wid  grief  and  the  fun 
av  the  wake  that  the  boys  had  put  her  to  bed,  and 
there  was  no  more  spache  in  her  than  there  was  in  the 
corrups  of  her  dead  husband.  In  fact,  the  whole  av  the 
company,  barrin'  mesilf  and  Barney,  was  in  much  the 
same  condition,  and  niver  a  word  av  satisfaction  could 
we  get.  The  next  day,  Barney  wint  round  to  the 
house,  and  Bridget  swore  that  if  she  could  find  out  who 
had  taken  the  jools,  she'd  give  'em  twenty  years  of 
pinal  servingtood." 

"  Have  you  known  Mrs.  Bridget  Hooligan  long  ?  " 
I  asked. 

"  Indade  Oi  have.  Me  and  her  was  childer  together 
in  Tipperary.  She's  the  dacinest  and  honestest  woman 
in  London  this  blessed  minute." 

As  I  had  no  desire  to  prolong  the  interview  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  O'Flaggerty,  I  procured  from  them  a  full 
description  of  the  missing  jewellery,  and  then  proceeded 
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to  the  house  of  Mrs.  Hooligan.  Her  husband  had  been 
a  pork  butcher,  and  had  carried  on  a  very  nourishing 
business,  so  that  the  lady  was  left  in  an  exceedingly 
comfortable  position ;  and  being  under  forty,  passably 
good-looking,  and  childless,  I  thought  it  highly  prob- 
able she  would  soon  console  herself  for  the  loss  of  No.  1 
by  wedding  spouse  No.  2.  Her  household  consisted  of 
herself,  two  servants,  a  number  of  birds,  three  or  four 
eats,  a  dog,  and  a  very  pretty  little  monkey.  She  was 
clearly  much  distressed  by  the  theft  of  her  friend's 
jewels,  and  she  furnished  me  with  a  complete  list  of 
every  one  who  had  been  present  on  the  eventful  night. 
But  when  I  asked  her  if  her  suspicions  pointed  to  any 
particular  person,  she  emphatically  declared  that  they 
did  not,  for  they  were  all  "  hoighly  respictable  people." 
As  I  felt  much  interested  in  this  case — for  the  ludicrous 
element  quite  tickled  my  fancy — -I  gave  it  every 
attention,  and  made  inquiries  about  all  the  "  hoighly 
respictable  people";  but  I  could  learn  nothing  that 
would  justify  my  suspecting  any  of  them.  Of  course, 
I  quite  satisfied  myself  that  the  jewellery  really  had 
been  lost,  and  that  it  was  approximately  worth  the 
value  placed  upon  it.  It  appears  that  Mr.  O'Flaggorty 
had  placed  his  wife's  treasures  on  the  dressing-table  in 
Mrs.  Hooligan's  room,  and  after  that  they  were  seen  no 
more. 

For  three  weeks  I  endeavoured  to  get  hold  of  some 
clue  that  would  put  me  on  the  track  of  the  thief,  but 
utterly  failed. 

One  afternoon  I  called  at  Mrs.  Hooligan's  house, 
as  I  wished  to  ask  her  a  few  questions  bearing  on  the 
case.  I  was  shown  into  the  sitting-room,  and  was  told 
that  the  lady  of  the  house  would  come  to  me 
shortly. 
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It  was  a  cold  day,  and  a  bright  fire  was  burning.  In 
a  box  before  tbe  fire,  and  comfortably  ensconced  on  a  bed 
of  flannel,  was  tbe  pet  monkey.  I  tried  to  make  friends 
with  it,  but  it  chattered  and  grinned  at  me,  and  showed 
its  teeth  so  viciously  that  I  abandoned  the  attempt.  A 
new  magazine  was  lying  on  the  table,  and,  in  order  to 
pass  the  time,  I  took  the  book  up,  and  opened  my  knife 
to  cut  the  leaves,  subsequently  placing  the  knife  on  the 
table  and  becoming  interested  in  an  article.  But 
presently  my  attention  was  drawn  to  the  movements  of 
the  monkey-  He  had  got  out  of  the  box,  and  was 
crawling  along  the  floor,  with  an  extraordinary  look  of 
cunning  in  his  little  face.  I  half  closed  my  eyes  and 
pretended  to  sleep,  and  soon  the  animal  cautiously 
climbed  up  a  leg  of  the  table,  stretched  out  its  forepaw, 
clutched  my  knife,  slid  down,  crept  to  his  box  again, 
and  carefully  hid  the  knife  under  the  flannel  bed. 

"  Eureka !  "  I  fairly  shouted.  "  I  believe  that 
monkey  is  the  thief  who  stole  the  jewellery." 

When  Mrs.  Hooligan  entered  the  room,  I  mentioned 
my  suspicions,  but  she  waxed  indignant,  and  vowed 
"  the  darlint  pet "  was  as  innocent  as  "a  babe  that 
hasn't  yet  breathed  the  blessed  breath  of  life." 

This  declaration  of  the  monkey's  honesty,  however, 
did  not  satisfy  me,  and  I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  make  a 
search  in  the  bedroom  where  the  jewellery  had  been 
placed.  With  some  reluctance,  the  permission  was 
accorded,  and  I  ransacked  the  most  likely  places  in  the 
room  without  result.  During  this  time  Mrs.  Hooligan 
looked  on,  hugging  her  pet  to  her  bosom,  and  occasion- 
ally muttering,  "  Did  'em  suspect  the  swate  innocent  of 
being  a  thafe?  " 

The  bedstead  was  an  old-fashioned  four  post,  the  top 
being  covered  with  a  canopy,  and  it  suddenly  occurred 
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to  me  to  look  on  this  canopy.  So  I  placed  a  chair  on 
a  table,  and  climbed  up,  and  there,  on  the  canopy,  lay 
the  lost  jewellery.  As  if  conscious  of  the  fact  that  his 
guilt  had  been  found  out,  the  monkey  began  to  squeal, 
and  Mrs.  Hooligan,  while  still  hugging  him,  poured  out 
a  string  of  vituperative  adjectives  on  his  devoted  head. 
As  such  a  culprit  could  not  be  dragged  off  to  durance 
vile,  nor  sentenced  to  "  pinal  servingtood,"  there  was 
nothing  further  to  be  done  but  to  restore  the  jewellery 
to  Mrs.  O'Flaggerty,  and  when  I  did  so,  I  verily  believe 
she  wanted  to  throw  her  fat  arms  round  my  neck  and 
embrace  me. 

"  Begorra  !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  Oi  niver  thought  Oi 
should  see  the  blessed  jools  again.  You're  a  darlint! 
Long  loife  to  yez  !  " 

As  for  Mr.  Barney  O'Flaggerty,  he  was  so  overjoyed 
that  he  executed  a  jig,  and  wished  to  write  out  and 
present  me  with  a  testimonial ;  an  honour,  however,  that 
I  felt  called  upon  to  decline  with  thanks.  I  told  him  I 
was  rewarded  sufficiently  in  the  satisfaction  I  felt  at 
being  able  to  restore  to  the  excellent  Mrs.  O'Flaggerty 
her  long  lost  "jools." 
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FORGER. 

The  clever  rascal  who  earned  for  himself  the  cognomen 
of  "  Old  Hurricane  "  was,  in  a  certain  way,  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  types  of  criminals  the  present  century 
has  produced.  The  story  of  his  life  reads  like  one  of 
the  vivid  romances  which  sensational  novel-writers  are 
so  fond  of  depicting,  and  it  serves  once  more  to  give 
point  to  the  oft-quoted  adage  that  truth  is  often 
stranger  than  fiction. 

"  Old  Hurricane's  "  real  name  was  Daniel  Duncan, 
and  he  was  a  member  of  a  family  of  some  standing. 
His  grandfather  had  been  in  the  service  of  the  Hon. 
East  India  Company,  and  was  in  India  for  many  years. 
His  father  was  also  in  the  Company's  service,  and 
became  an  officer  on  board  an  East  Indiaman,  and  for 
many  years  traded  between  London  and  Calcutta. 
At  an  early  age  Daniel,  the  subject  of  this  sketch,  was 
taken  out  to  India  by  his  father,  and  was  placed  as  a 
clerk  in  one  of  the  offices  of  the  Company  in  Calcutta. 
Here  he  remained  for  five  years,  during  which  time  he 
displayed  an  extraordinary  aptitude  for  commercial  life, 
and  had  he  been  less  restless  and  less  disposed  to  rove, 
there  is  little  doubt  he  might  have  risen  to  high 
position  and  distinction.  He  had,  however,  always 
expressed  a  desire  to  travel  about  the  world,  though  his 
father  and  the  rest  of  the  family  were  opposed  to  his 
doing  so.     But  when  he  reached  the  age  of  twenty 
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he  asserted  his  independence,  and,  throwing  up  his 
appointment,  he  got  a  birth  as  supercargo  on  board  a 
barque  that  was  going  down  to  Batavia.  But  he  was 
ambitious  of  learning  seamanship,  and  studying  naviga- 
tion, and  after  this  first  voyage  he  shipped  as  an 
ordinary  seaman  on  board  a  Dutch  East  Indiaman,  and 
for  ten  years  he  continued  to  rove  about  the  world. 
The  details  of  his  career  during  that  period  have  never 
been  ascertained,  but  it  is  pretty  well  known  that  he 
led  a  singularly  adventurous  life,  and  fought  in  some 
of  the  engagements  in  which  the  Dutch  were  so 
frequently  involved  at  that  period.  His  knowledge  of 
commercial  matters  and  his  skill  as  a  penman  seem  to 
have  served  him  in  good  stead,  and  his  first  recorded 
criminal  act  was  when  he  was  about  thirty,  and  it 
serves  to  illustrate  the  daring  of  the  man.  By  this 
time  he  had  risen  to  be  mate  of  a  vessel,  and  had  gone 
with  her  to  Hong  Kong.  Here  the  captain  was  seized 
with  a  sudden  and  dangerous  illness,  and  the  temporary 
command  devolved  upon  Duncan,  and,  taking  advan- 
tage of  his  position,  he  forged  certain  bills  on  some  of 
the  merchants  who  were  shipping  cargo,  and  by  this 
means  raised  a  large  sum  of  money.  As  soon  as  he 
got  possession  of  the  money  he  cleared  out,  and,  as  was 
subsequently  ascertained,  he  got  a  passage  in  a  junk 
going  to  Yokohama,  in  Japan,  where  he  remained  for 
some  months,  and,  notwithstanding  the  hue  and  cry 
and  a  large  reward  that  was  offered  for  his  capture,  he 
was  not  taken,  and  in  a  little  while  he  purchased  a 
derelict  schooner  that  had  been  in  the  American  trade, 
but,  falling  in  with  a  hurricane  in  the  Sea  of  Japan, 
she  had  been  all  but  wrecked,  though  she  succeeded  in 
reaching  Yokohama,  where  she  was  sold  as  old  timber 
to  a  Japanese  merchant,  who  was  about  to  break  her 
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Tip.  Duncan,  however,  made  an  offer  for  her, 
which  was  accepted  ;  and  his  experienced  eye 
convincing  him  that  she  was  perfectly  seaworthy, 
he  had  her  thoroughly  over-hauled,  refitted,  and 
equipped,  and  laying  in  a  large  stock  of  arms  and 
ammunition,  he  got  a  scratch  crew  of  loafers  and 
blackguards  together,  and  set  sail  with  piratical 
intentions. 

At  the  end  of  a  little  more  than  a  year  he  turned  up 
with  his  vessel,  which  he  called  the  Sea  Serpent,  in  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  and  there  is  evidence  that  his  cruise 
must  have  been  very  successful,  for  he  and  his  crew 
were  laden  with  booty.  He  seems,  too,  to  have  exercised 
such  authority  over  his  men,  and  to  have  got  them  so 
well  in  hand,  that  he  had  them  under  perfect  control. 
He  picked  up  a  few  more  daring  adventurers  in  Mexico, 
and,  having  refitted,  he  once  more  set  sail  for  some 
unknown  destination.  We  next  hear  of  him  some 
months  later,  when  he  appeared  in  the  Bay  of  Bengal, 
where  lie  attacked  and  boarded  a  homeward-bound 
East  Indiaman,  and  having  made  a  fine  haul,  he  cleared 
off,  and  there  is  a  blank  of  four  or  five  years  in  his 
history  which  has  never  been  filled  up.  At  last,  he 
turned  up  in  New  York,  where  he  got  into  a  row  one 
night  in  a  sailors'  den,  and,  having  half  killed  a  man, 
he  was  arrested  and  lodged  in  prison.  But  the 
authorities  did  not  know  the  sort  of  man  they  had  to 
deal  with,  otherwise  they  would  probably  have  confined 
him  in  an  iron-bound  cell,  and  placed  a  triple  guard 
over  him.  As  it  was,  he  wrenched  away  two  iron 
stanchions  from  his  window,  climbed  by  means  of  a 
waterspout  to  the  roof  of  a  wing  of  the  prison,  then 
dropped  down  about  thirty  feet  on  to  an  outbuilding ; 
thence  he  gained  a  yard,  succeeded  in  getting  over  a 
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spiked  wall,  and  got  clear  away,  and  was  seen  no  more 
in  New  York. 

For  many  succeeding  years  he  continued  to  lead  a 
wild  and  adventurous  life.  It  is  known  that  he  visited 
nearly  every  part  of  the  globe,  and  went  through  many 
exciting  adventures.  At  last  he  returned  to  his  native 
city,  Glasgow.  He  was  then  upwards  of  fifty  years  of 
age,  and  looked  much  older.  His  face  was  gnarled  and 
weather-beaten,  until  it  looked  like  a  piece  of  ancient 
oak.  And,  notwithstanding  the  hard  life  he  had  led, 
he  was  tough  and  wiry,  and  seemed  capable  of  standing 
almost  any  amount  of  hardship. 

It  might  be  thought  that,  during  his  long  career  as 
pirate  and  rover,  he  would  have  laid  by  a  nest-egg  for 
his  old  age.  But  it  is  pretty  certain  that  he  had 
nothing  to  fall  back  upon.  Within  a  few  months  of 
his  return  to  the  scenes  of  his  youth  he  led  to  the  altar 
a  buxom  widow,  who  had  been  thrice  previously 
married,  and  each  husband  on  his  death  had  left  her 
fairly  well  off.  There  is  reason  to  believe  that  Duncan 
made  such  representations  to  her  that  she  was  under  the 
impression  she  was  marrying  money.  She  was  possessed 
of  several  thousand  pounds  herself,  and  with  blind  con- 
fidence and  faith  in  her  fourth  husband,  she  let  him 
have  the  handling  of  the  money,  with  the  result  that  he 
soon  began  to  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  it.  As  might 
be  supposed,  this  led  to  great  unpleasantness  between 
him  and  his  wife,  and  one  night,  when  she  bitterly 
reproached  him  for  his  conduct  and  heartlessness,  he 
turned  her  out  of  doors.  It  was  a  bitter  night  in  Novem- 
ber, and  the  poor  woman  was  so  distracted  that  she 
committed  suicide  by  throwing  herself  into  the  Clyde. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Duncan  came  to  be  known 
as  "  Old  Hurricane,"  a  name  that  stuck  to  him  ever 
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afterwards.  In  spite  of  the  way  he  had  treated  his 
wife — who,  it  was  said,  had  a  temper  of  her  own — "  Old 
Hurricane "  was  considered  to  be  a  respectable  man, 
though  an  eccentric  one. 

He  now  started  a  business  as  a  shipbroker,  and  a  few 
months  later  he  obtained  a  partner,  who  was  a  man  of 
considerable  position  and  means,  and  he  invested  two 
thousand  pounds  in  the  business.  His  name  was 
Robert  Grourlay,  and  he  appears  to  have  had  the  most 
perfect  confidence  in  his  partner. 

"  Old  Hurricane  "  seems  to  have  been  able  to  exert 
great  power  over  most  people  he  oame  in  contact  with, 
and,  of  course,  at  this  time  no  one  knew  anything  of 
his  past  history,  beyond  what  he  himself  chose  to  tell, 
and  that  was  that  he  had  formerly  been  in  the  East 
India  Company's  service,  and  had  spent  many  years  at 
sea.  He  was  full  of  anecdote,  exceedingly  good 
company,  could  sing  a  rattling  song,  so  that  in  spite  of 
a  certain  irascibility  of  temper,  and  a  somewhat 
inordinate  love  for  whisky,  his  company  was  courted, 
aud  it  was  considered  rather  a  privilege  to  be  on  good 
terms  with  "  Old  Hurricane." 

The  shipbroking  business  does  not  seem  to  have 
flourished,  and  Mr.  Grourlay  became  greatly  dissatisfied, 
as  he  feared  he  was  going  to  lose  his  money.  But 
there  was  no  absolute  rupture  between  the  partners,  and 
"  Old  Hurricane  "  continued  to  be  a  welcome  guest  at 
Gourlay's  house. 

One  day  Mr.  Grourlay,  in  a  very  excited  state, 
called  at  the  Detective  Department,  and  made  a 
statement  to  the  effect  that  his  cheque-book  had 
been  stolen,  and  that  a  cheque  for  five  hundred 
pounds  had  been  presented  at  the  bank  and  paid  by 
his  bankers. 
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I  was  called  upon  to  make  an  investigation,  and  I 
found  that  the  cheque  had  been  made  payable  to 
"  Arthur  Hay,"  and  Grourlay's  signature  had  been  so 
cleverly  imitated  that  unless  compared  very  critically 
with  the  genuine  signature,  it  would  have  deceived 
any  one.  Grourlay  declared  that  he  knew  no  one  by  the 
name  of  Arthur  Hay,  and  that  he  had  never  made  a 
cheque  payable  to  any  such  person.  Of  course  the 
teller  who  paid  the  money  was  subjected  to  a  keen 
interrogation,  and  he  stated  that  at  the  time  the  cheque 
— which  was  an  open  one — was  presented,  they  were 
exceedingly  busy  at  the  bank,  for  it  was  a  market  day, 
and  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  closing  time,  and 
there  were  a  great  many  customers  waiting  to  be 
attended  to.  As  the  signature  seemed  genuine,  and 
the  cheque  was  properly  endorsed,  the  money  was  paid, 
and  the  receiver  of  it  requested  that  as  much  of  it  as 
possible  should  be  paid  in  gold  or  silver.  Nearly  four 
hundred  pounds  was  thus  made  up,  and  the  rest  was  in 
one  pound  bank-notes. 

The  person  who  presented  the  cheque  was  described 
as  a  young  man,  about  seven-and-twenty,  respectably 
dressed,  and  of  fair  complexion.  He  carried  a  small 
black  bag  with  him,  and  into  this  he  put  the  money. 
Unfortunately  the  forgery  was  not  discovered  until  four 
days  later,  so  that  the  person,  whoever  he  was,  who  had 
received  the  money  had  had  ample  time  to  get  away 
from  the  city. 

I  first  turned  my  attention  to  trying  to  discover  how 
the  cheque-book  had  been  stolen.  The  day  before  the 
cheque  was  presented  Mr.  Grourlay  had  drawn  two  or 
three  small  cheques,  and  had  put  the  book  safely  back 
in  its  usual  receptacle  in  his  desk,  which  stood  in  a  small 
room  he  used  as  a  sort  of  office  in  his  house.     That 
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night  ho  had  had  a  dinner  party,  and  I  got  a  list  of 
every  one  present,  but  no  one  answered  the  description 
of  the  young  man  who  had  presented  the  cheque  for 
payment.  It  was  pretty  certain,  however,  that  the 
cheque-book  was  abstracted  from  the  desk  that  night, 
but  Grourlay  would  not  undertake  to  point  the  finger  of 
suspicion  at  any  one  of  his  guests,  nor  his  servants,  of 
whom  he  kept  three.  My  investigations  brought  me  in 
contact  with  "  Old  Hurricane,"  who  had  been  present 
at  the  dinner  party.  It  was  my  first  acquaintance  with 
him,  and  I  thought  him  a  very  remarkable  man  ;  but, 
of  course,  at  that  time  I  never  dreamed  of  suspecting 
him  of  any  wrong-doing.  He  expressed  deep  sympathy 
with  his  partner,  and  apparently  was  much  concerned 
about  the  loss. 

Although  I  used  every  possible  effort,  I  did  not  suc- 
ceed in  getting  the  slightest  clue  to  the  criminal,  and 
the  matter  remained  a  mystery.  In  the  meantime  the 
bank  people  tried  to  repudiate  all  responsibility,  but 
Grourlay  brought  an  action  against  them  and  won  his 
case  ;  and  though  the  bank  appealed,  the  judgment  was 
confirmed,  and  they  had  to  refund  the  money,  which,  it 
was  ruled,  they  had  carelessly  paid  away. 

A  year  elapsed,  during  which  "  Old  Hurricane  "  and 
Grourlay  dissolved  partnership,  and  soon  after  Glasgow 
was  startled  by  the  announcement  that  a  number  of 
foreign  bonds,  representing  large  sums  of  money,  had 
been  placed  upon  the  market,  and  had  changed  hands 
several  times.  Of  course  there  was  great  consternation 
amongst  the  then  holders  of  the  bonds,  which  were  sub- 
mitted to  experts  and  pronounced  to  be  exceedingly 
clever  forgeries.  It  became  my  duty  to  investigate  the 
matter,  and  I  found  that  the  bonds  had  originally  passed 
through  the  hands  of  a  London  broker  who  had  got 
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them  from  a  man  who  had  described  himself  as  a  ship- 
broker  and  commission  agent.  He  gave  the  name  of 
William  Gordon  Mathers,  and  he  stated  that  he  had  been 
empowered  by  some  of  his  clients  to  negotiate  the  bonds. 
The  broker  disposed  of  the  bonds  at  the  then  market 
value,  and  handed  the  money,  less  his  commission,  to 
Mathers,  whose  description  tallied  with  that  of  "  Old 
Hurricane."  I  then  began  to  make  inquiries  about 
"  Hurricane,"  and  found  he  had  left  Glasgow  six 
months  before,  and  nobody  seemed  to  know  where  he 
had  gone  to.  I  felt  sure  now  that  the  man  was  a 
swindler,  and  on  comparing  notes  with  Mr.  Gourlay  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  man  who  had  stolen  the 
cheque-book  and  forged  the  cheque  was  none  other  than 
Duncan,  and  a  comparison  of  the  handwriting  on  the 
forged  cheque  and  on  one  of  the  bonds  proved  that  it 
was  almost  identical.  But  the  forger  was  evidently 
master  of  several  styles,  for  all  the  bonds  were  in 
different  writing  ;  but  critical  examination  proved  that 
there  were  certain  peculiarities  common  to  all  of  them. 
It  was  clear,  however,  that  the  forged  cheque  had  been 
presented  by  some  confederate,  and  I  concentrated  all 
my  efforts  now  in  trying  to  find  out  who  this  was,  for 
"Old  Hurricane"  had  disappeared  and  left  no  trace 
behind  him.  I  ascertained  that  amongst  his  late  wife's 
relations  was  a  young  man  who  seemed  to  answer  the 
descriptive  particulars  of  the  presenter  of  the  cheque. 
His  name  was  Robert  Scott,  and  for  a  time  he  had  been 
a  clerk  in  a  solicitor's  office  in  Glasgow,  but  had  been 
discharged  for  misappropriating  a  small  sum  of  money. 
His  employers  generously  refrained  from  prosecuting, 
though  they  felt  they  could  not  keep  him  any  longer  in 
their  service.  For  upwards  of  a  year  afterwards  he 
seemed  to  have  done  nothing  but  sponge  upon  his  rela- 
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tives,  but  at  last  suddenly  took  himself  off,  and  it  was 
believed  that  he  got  a  situation  in  Liverpool.  After 
some  search,  I  found  him  in  Liverpool  fulfilling  the 
position  of  clerk  to  a  firm  of  auctioneers,  and  I  succeeded 
in  exacting  from  him  a  confession  that  he  had  cashed 
the  cheque  at  Duncan's  instigation,  but  that  he  did 
not  know  it  was  a  forged  cheque. 

It  was  now  clear  that  "  Old  Hurricane,"  as  he  was 
called,  was  a  consummate  scoundrel,  and  I  was  resolved 
to  get  hold  of  him  if  it  were  at  all  possible.  I  found 
that  he  had  netted  several  thousand  pounds  by  the 
forged  bonds,  and  I  succeeded  in  tracing  him  to 
Southampton,  where  he  took  passage  for  Jamaica  in 
the  West  Indian  Company's  steamer  La  Plata. 
Having  armed  myself  with  a  warrant  for  his  arrest,  I 
proceeded  to  Jamaica  by  the  next  steamer,  and,  on 
arrival  at  my  destination,  I  was  informed  that  "a 
gentleman,"  who  was  known  as  Percy  Standish,  and 
whose  description  in  every  detail  answered  that  of 
"  Old  Hurricane,"  had  arrived  by  the  La  Plata,  and 
after  staying  some  little  time  in  Jamaica,  during 
which  he  travelled  about  the  island  a  good  deal,  and 
seemed  to  have  a  very  long  purse,  left  for  Trinidad. 

To  Trinidad  I  followed  him  as  fast  as  I  could  get, 
and  I  found  that  he  was  there,  and  was  negotiating  for 
the  purchase  of  a  coffee  plantation,  and  had  my  arrival 
been  delayed  for  a  little  time  the  transaction  would 
have  been  completed.  It  was  very  evident  that  he  had 
never  dreamed  of  the  probabilities  of  the  representatives 
of  the  outraged  law  following  him.  And  when  it 
dawned  upon  him  that  in  spite  of  all  his  cleverness  he 
was  tracked  down,  he  seemed  dumfoundered.  But 
when  the  reaction  from  the  shock  set  in  he  broke  out 
into  a  furious  passion,  and  fully  justified  his  appellation 
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of  "  Old  Hurricane."  He  tried  hard  and  desperately 
to  escape,  and  vowed  that  I  should  never  get  him  to 
England  alive.  Of  course  this  put  me  on  my  guard, 
and  I  took  the  most  extraordinary  precautions  to  keep 
him  from  committing  suicide. 

The  responsibility  of  such  a  charge  was  excessively 
great,  and  my  anxiety  caused  me  many  a  sleepless 
night  until  I  had  safely  conveyed  my  prisoner  across 
the  ocean,  and  delivered  him  into  the  hands  of  the 
authorities.  He  was  duly  committed  for  trial,  and  I 
was  instructed  to  do  all  I  could  in  the  meantime  to 
learn  something  of  his  history.  The  result  was  I 
succeeded  in  ascertaining  the  story  of  his  life  as  I  have 
given  it.  A  good  many  of  the  particulars — which  I 
subsequently  verified — came  from  his  own  lips,  for 
when  he  found  there  was  no  chance  of  escaping  from 
the  consequences  of  the  forgeries,  he  made  a  boast  of 
what  he  had  done,  and  seemed  to  take  a  pride  in 
recounting  his  villainies. 

The  stealing  of  his  partner's  cheque-book,  the 
forging  of  a  cheque,  and  the  forgery  of  the  bonds  were 
clearly  proved  against  him.  In  the  case  of  the  bonds 
he  had  displayed  remarkable  ingenuity  and  clever- 
ness, and  his  power  of  penmanship  and  his  commercial 
knowledge  served  him  in  good  stead.  As  his  crime 
was  a  very  serious  one  he  was  sentenced  to  imprison- 
ment for  life,  but  his  restless  spirit  could  not  brook  the 
restraint,  and  he  went  out  of  his  mind.  For  five  years 
he  was  confined  as  a  dangerous  lunatic,  and  one  day 
died  suddenly  during  a  paroxysm  of  fury,  the  result  of 
being  temporarily  deprived  of  his  pipe  as  a  punishment 
for  some  refractory  conduct.  He  was  a  great  smoker, 
and  it  was  generally  found  to  be  an  effective  way  of 
punishing  him  to  deprive  him  of  his   pipe.     On   this 
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occasion,  however,  he  flew  into  a  violent  passion,  and  it 
was  necessary  to  confine  him  in  a  strait  jacket.  He 
then  became  so  violent  that  he  bnrst  a  blood-vessel  in 
the  brain,  and  died  in  a  few  minutes.  Thus  ended  the 
career  of  a  truly  remarkable  man,  who,  had  he  turned 
his  undoubted  talents  into  a  proper  channel,  might 
certainly  have  risen  to  eminence.  But  he  chose  the 
wrong  course,  and  his  name  lives  only  in  the  annals  of 
crime. 
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Before  the  Saltmarket  underwent  the  alterations  and 
changes  that  have  made  it  what  it  is  to-day,  there  used 
to  stand  on  the  right-hand  side  from  the  Trongate  a 
little  shop  kept  by  a  woman  named  Kate  Williams,  but 
who  was  locally  known  as  "  Mad  Kitty,"  not  that  she 
was  really  mad,  but  she  was  somewhat  eccentric  in  her 
habits,  and  lived  a  lonely  and  isolated  life.  She  was 
an  object  of  petty  persecution  on  the  part  of  the  street 
arabs,  who  seemed  to  take  a  special  delight  in  teasing 
her,  and  she  resented  this  by  sometimes  endeavouring 
to  drench  them  with  water  which  would  not  have  been 
vouched  for  as  pure  by  even  a  tyro  in  sanitary  matters, 
and  at  other  times  she  would  pursue  them  with  a  stick, 
and  threaten  them  with  the  direst  consequences  if  she 
caught  them ;  but  as  the  arabs  were  fleet  of  foot,  and 
Kitty  was  cumbersome  and  advanced  in  years,  she  had 
little  chance  against  her  tormentors,  and  consequently 
she  never  did  catch  them,  so  that  the  threats  went  un- 
fulfilled. 

Her  business  was  ostensibly  that  of  a  buyer  and  seller 
of  old  clothes,  but  she  was  a  dabbler  in  almost  anything 
by  which  she  could  turn  an  honest  penny.  For  she  was 
accounted  to  be  very  honest  and  straightforward  in  her 
dealings,  and  no  one  ever  spoke  a  word  against  her 
probity.  But  though  she  seemed  wretchedly  poor,  it 
was  generally  supposed  throughout  the  neighbourhood 
that  she  had  the  miser's  instinct  and  habits,  and  that 
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somewhere  or  other  she  kept  a  pretty  long  stocking 
stowed  away. 

The  premises  that  Kitty  occupied  were  on  a  level 
with  the  street,  and  consisted  of  the  shop  and  two  or 
three  rooms  at  the  back,  including  a  kitchen  and 
scullery.  The  house  was  old  and  dilapidated,  and  was 
the  property  of  a  man  named  Hugh  Neil,  who  lived  in 
the  Candleriggs.  He  was  not  a  favourite  amongst  his 
neighbours,  for  he  was  cantankerous  and  quarrelsome, 
and  somewhat  given  to  drink.  He  owned  a  good  deal 
of  small  property  one  way  and  another  ;  but  he,  like 
Mad  Kitty,  was  thought  to  be  somewhat  inclined  to 
hoarding.  He  was  a  widower,  with  a  family  of  grown- 
up sons  and  daughters.  But  they  were  scattered  over 
the  world ;  though  one  son,  James,  was  employed  in  a 
Glasgow  shipping  office,  and  he  was  the  only  member 
of  the  family  who  was  known  to  visit  the  old  man. 
Neil  himself  followed  no  occupation,  but  it  was 
rumoured  that  he  was  very  speculative,  and  much  given 
to  dabbling  in  stocks  and  shares  on  a  small  scale  ;  but 
not,  as  it  would  have  appeared,  with  any  conspicuous 
success.  This  seemed  to  some  extent  to  prey  upon  his 
mind,  and  he  was  generally  gloomy  and  melancholy. 
From  remarks  that  he  himself  occasionally  made,  it  was 
thought  that  he  had  a  great  craving  for  riches,  and  it 
was  said  that  he  would  do  anything  for  money. 

It  was  currently  rumoured,  too,  that  between  him- 
self and  Mad  Kitty  there  had  been  some  courting,  and 
that  he  had  offered  to  marry  her.  That  there  was 
truth  in  this  rumour  was  probable,  because  it  was  well- 
known  that  at  one  time  he  had  spent  the  greater  part 
of  his  days  in  Kitty's  shop,  and  it  was  quite  supposed 
then  that  they  would  make  a  match  of  it.  But  for 
reasons  best  known  to  themselves,  his  visits  ceased,  save 
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when  he  went  to  collect  his  rent,  which  he  did  with 
unswerving  regularity  the  moment  it  was  due,  and  ho 
was  reported  to  be  a  most  exacting  and  hard-fisted 
landlord. 

It  will  of  course  be  gathered  from  what  I  have  said 
that  what  was  known  of  Neil  and  Kitty  was  to  a  very 
large  extent  mere  inference,  because  they  themselves 
were  peculiarly  reticent  about  their  affairs.  Kitty  had 
few  acquaintances.  She  was  fond  sometimes  of  a  chat 
with  any  one  who  liked  to  drop  into  her  shop  and 
spend  half  an  hour  or  so  ;  but  on  such  occasions  she 
would  talk  about  everything  but  herself,  and  though 
certain  of  her  neighbours  had  occasionally  endeavoured 
to  draw  her  out,  they  had  quite  failed. 

Touching  Kitty's  personal  appearance,  she  was  some- 
what remarkable.  She  was  of  medium  height,  rather 
stout,  with  small  blue  eyes  that  had  a  somewhat  wild 
expression.  But  the  most  striking  feature  was  her 
hair,  which  was  a  bright  yellow — the  colour  of  new 
straw.  She  had  a  great  quantity  of  it,  too,  and  as 
she  neglected  it  very  much,  and  allowed  it  to  hang 
about  her  shoulders  in  a  ragged  condition,  it  added  to 
her  wild  appearance.  In  her  youth  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  she  had  been  rather  a  fine  and  attractive 
looking  woman,  but  she  was  far  from  being  that  now, 
and  if  it  was  true  that  old  Neil  had  paid  attention  to 
her  with  a  view  to  marriage,  he  must  have  had  rather 
peculiar  taste.  However,  there  is  no  accounting  for 
tastes,  and  what  is  objectionable  to  one  person  is 
often  very  fascinating  to  another. 

And  now  we  come  to  the  mystery.  On  the  first 
blush  it  does  not  seem  likely  that  an  old  woman,  a 
seller  and  buyer  of  left-off  clothing,  and  living  in  a 
squalid  hovel  in  a  squalid  region,  would  become  the 
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central  figure  in  a  strange  and  romantic  drama.     It  was 
the  day  after  November    "  term,"    or   rent-day,   that 
Kitty's  shop  not  being  opened  as  usual  some  suspicions 
were  aroused  that  all  was  not  well,  especially  as  some 
of  the  neighbours  failed  to  get  any  response  to  frequent 
knockings     at     the    door ;     for     misanthropical     and 
unsociable  as  the  old  woman  was,  those  round  about 
still  manifested  some  interest  in  her.     As  the  suspicions 
increased  towards  night  the  policeman  on  the  beat  was 
communicated  with,  and  finally  a  doctor  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood was  spoken  to,  because  it  was  known  that 
Kitty  had  been  in  the  habit  of  getting  medicine  from 
him.     He  expressed  an  opinion  that  she  was  probably 
dead,  inasmuch  as  he  knew  she  was  suffering  from  a  weak 
heart,  and  he  had  recently  been  treating  her  for  asthma. 
Under  these  circumstances,  it  was  decided  to  enter  the 
place,    and   on   trying   the  door   it   was   found  to  be 
unlocked,  and    was    easily   opened   from  the  outside. 
This  was  regarded  in  itself  as  a  suspicious  circumstance, 
and  the  suspicions  were  justified  when,  a  few  moments 
later,  Kitty  was  observed  in  a  doubled-up  position  on 
the  floor  of  her  kitchen,  and  it  needed  but  a  glance  to 
determine  that  she  was  dead. 

So  far  it  might  have  been  supposed  that  she  had  died, 
as  the  doctor  had  been  inclined  to  think  she  had  died, 
namely,  from  the  sudden  failure  of  a  weak  heart.  But 
there  was  glaring  evidence  that  she  had  met  her  death 
by  violence,  and  in  a  very  cruel  manner.  A  towel  had 
been  twisted  round  her  throat,  and  by  this  means  she 
had  been  strangled,  for  her  face  wore  the  horrible 
expression  peculiar  to  people  who  die  from 
strangulation.  It  was  a  case  of  murder.  That  seemed 
clear  from  the  first,  for  it  was  proved  to  be  impossible 
that  the  poor  creature  could  have  strangled  herself. 
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I  was  at  once  instructed  to  go  into  the  case,  and  lost 
no  time  in  proceeding  to  Kitty's  house.  As  was  my 
invarible  practice  in  such  matters,  I  made  the  fullest 
possible  inquiries  amongst  the  neighbours  as  to  the 
woman's  habits,  her  acquaintances,  &c.  And  after  this 
my  first  impression  was,  and  it  was  a  very  natural  one, 
that  the  opinion  about  her  having  a  hoard  of  money  had 
been  a  correct  one,  and  some  evil  person  having  become 
acquainted  with  this  had  got  into  her  place  and 
taken  her  life  for  the  sake  of  obtaining  her  money. 

From  the  appearance  of  the  room  it  seemed  highly 
probable  that  there  had  been  a  struggle,  and  the  poor 
old  creature  had  fought  for  her  life,  but  nobody  could 
be  found  who  had  heard  any  noise  or  anything  like  a 
scream.  I  made  a  most  careful  examination  of  the 
premises,  but  without  discovering  anything  that  was 
likely  to  be  of  use  in  helping  me  to  track  down  the 
murderer,  except  perhaps  one  thing — namely,  a  largo 
red  and  yellow  cotton  pocket-handkerchief  which  I 
found  lying  on  the  floor  of  .the  room.  Of  course,  such 
a  handkerchief  might  have  belonged  to  the  woman 
herself,  but  there  were  certain  points  against  that  likeli- 
hood. There  was  not  another  handkerchief  like  it  in 
the  house,  and  this  particular  one  bore  unmistakable 
evidence  that  its  owner  and  user  was  a  snuff-taker,  but 
I  could  find  nothing  which  would  have  led  me  to 
suppose  that  Kitty  took  snuff.  In  fact,  the  doctor  pro- 
nounced unhesitatingly  that  she  had  never  snuffed. 
Therefore  the  handkerchief  was  not  without  considerable 
importance  to  me  as  a  probable  clue.  It  was  a  common 
enough  article,  and  such  as  is  generally  used  bypoorpeople 
who  indulge  in  the  habit  of  snuff-taking.  There  was 
no  name  on  it,  and  it  was  of  a  very  ordinary  pattern 
and    make.      Nevertheless,  I    believed  that   it   might 
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ultimately  prove  of  great  service  in  connection  with  the 
case.  On  making  an  examination  of  the  murdered 
woman's  effects,  I  found  in  the  drawer  of  an  old  desk  a 
bank-book  showing  that  she  had  on  deposit,  in  one  of 
the  Glasgow  banks,  a  sum  amounting  to  nearly  six 
hundred  pounds. 

This  seemed  at  once  to  sweep  away  the  theory  that 
she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  hoarding  her  money  in  the 
house,  and  though  that  theory  had  likely  enough  led  to 
her  being  murdered, tbe  murderer  had  been  disappointed, 
and  had  failed  to  get  anything  for  his  ghastly  work. 
Another  discovery  that  I  made  was  a  will.  It  had  been 
written  by  the  woman  herself  some  years  before  her 
death,  and  as  it  was  somewhat  a  curiosity  in  the  way  of 
wills,  I  will  give  a  copy  of  it,  It  was  written  very 
legibly  on  a  sheet  of  foolscap  paper,  and  read  as 
follows : — 

"My  name  is  Kate  Williams,  but  I  was  born  Fletcher. 
I  was  born  in  Sunderland,  and  came  to  Glasgow  when  I 
was  fourteen.  Soon  after  I  was  twenty  I  married  a 
chap  named  Williams ;  he  worked  about  the  docks,  and 
was  a  drunken  scamp.  He  didn't  treat  me  well,  and  I 
wouldn't  live  with  him.  I  had  a  girl  by  him,  and  me 
and  her  went  to  my  native  place,  Sunderland,  and  lived 
there  for  five  years.  But  my  folk  didn't  treat  me  well, 
and  hearing  as  my  man  had  been  killed  by  an  accident, 
at  which  I  was  very  glad,  I  went  back  to  Glasgow  and 
had  a  pretty  hard  time  of  it.  But  I  was  fond  of  my 
girl,  and  worked  for  her  night  and  day.  Some  children, 
though,  seem  to  have  the  devil  in  them,  and  when  Kitty 
was  seventeen  years  old  she  ran  off  with  a  fellow  they 
called  Jack  Niven.  I  knew  he  was  a  blackguard,  and 
I  didn't  want  her  to  have  him ;  but  it  was  no  use  my 
talking,  and  she  had  her  way.     A  year  after  that  she 
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wrote  to  me  from  Manchester  and  asked  me  to  send  her 
some  money  for  the  sake  of  her  baby,  but  I  told  her 
that  as  she  had  made  her  bed  so  she  must  lie  on  it.  I've 
never  heard  anything  of  her  since  then ;  and  as  I  was 
perhaps  a  bit  hard  with  her,  I  want  all  my  money  and 
whatever  I've  got  when  I'm  dead  to  go  to  her.  She  is 
to  get  everything  I  have.  And  if  she's  dead,  it  must 
go  to  her  child.  I've  always  been  a  saving  kind  of 
woman,  and  I  daresay  she'll  get  a  fairish  sum." 

Here  followed  the  signatures  of  two  persons,  and 
strangely -worded  as  the  will  was,  it  was  a  legal  docu- 
ment, and  I  handed  it  to  a  reputable  solicitor,  who  at 
once  set  to  work  to  discover  the  daughter  or  grand- 
daughter. 

In  the  meantime  I  directed  my  energies  to  en- 
deavouring to  pick  up  a  trace  of  the  murderer,  but  though 
I  made  the  most  exhaustive  inquiries,  I  could  not  get  hold 
of  anything  that  would  have  justified  me  in  suspecting 
any  particular  individual  in  the  neighbourhood.  The 
neighbours  were  of  the  usual  class  found  in  such  a 
locality,  and  there  were  many  disreputable  characters 
amongst  them,  but  still,  nothing  cropped  up  that  was  of 
any  value  to  me  in  my  search.  So  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  watch  and  wait. 

It  was  about  four  weeks  after  the  commission  of  the 
crime  that  I  learnt  that  Hugh  Neil,  Kitty's  landlord, 
had  paid  her  some  attention,  and  it  was  thought  that  he 
had  been  desirous  of  marrying  her.  And  when  this  in- 
formation was  given  to  me,  I  asked  myself  the  question 
whether  it  was  likely  that  this  man  was  the  person  who 
had  killed  Kitty.  The  murder  had  been  perpetrated 
the  day  after  rent- day.  That  was  rather  curious, 
and  suggested  the  idea  that  it  was  thought  by  the  mur- 
derer that  the  woman  might  be  in  possession  of  money 
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which  would  be  easily  got  at.  But  then,  on  the  other 
hand,  why  was  the  crime  committed  after  the  rent- 
day  ?  for  whatever  store  she  had,  the  paying  of  the  rent 
would  lessen  it ;  and  it  might  have  been  thought  that 
the  criminal  would  have  done  his  work  the  day  before, 
rather  than  the  day  after  the  term. 

However,  it  set  me  pondering,  and  I  began  to  go 
upon  a  somewhat  different  tack,  with  the  result  that 
ascertained  that  on  the  day  that  the  rent  was  due  Hugh 
Neil  went  to  his  tenants  as  usual,  and  in  the  course  of 
the  afternoon  a  woman  living  in  the  district  went  to 
Kitty's  shop  to  sell  some  rubbish.  She  knew  Kitty  well, 
and  also  Neil,  and  when  she  entered  the  shop  she 
observed  them  both  sitting  in  the  little  back  room,  and 
there  were  tea  things  on  the  table,  which  suggested  that 
they  had  been  taking  tea  together. 

The  woman  having  transacted  her  business  went  away, 
but  having  failed  to  get  the  money  she  wanted,  she 
hunted  up  some  more  old  things,  and  returned  in  the 
evening  to  Mrs.  Williams's  shop.  That  was  between 
three  and  four  hours  after  her  first  visit,  and  she 
observed  that  Neil  was  still  there,  and  she  commented 
on  this  to  some  of  her  neighbours. 

From  these  incidents  I  was  led  to  make  inquiries 
about  Neil,  for  was  it  not  likely  that  he  knew  more  of 
her  affairs  than  any  one  else  ?  I  found  out  that  he  was 
a  grasping,  avaricious  man,  and  bore  the  character  of 
being  very  miserly.  A  suspicious  incident,  too,  was 
that  he  had  gone  away  from  his  home  a  few  days  after 
the  crime,  and  had  not  returned,  and  nobody  seemed  to 
know  where  he  had  gone  to.  I  therefore  waited  on  his 
son,  and  learnt  that  his  father,  who  had  been  very 
unwell,  was  on  a  visit  to  a  brother,  who  was  a  small 
farmer  in  Ayrshire.     I  showed  the  son  the  handkerchief, 
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and  asked  him  if  he  could  identify  it  as  having  belonged 
to  his  father,  but  he  either  could  not  or  would  not  do  so. 

Although  I  had  not  obtained  any  information  that 
would  have  warranted  me  in  arresting  Neil,  I  went 
down  to  where  he  was  staying  in  Ayrshire.  I  found  it 
was  true  that  he  was  with  a  brother,  a  man  older  than 
himself,  who  eked  out  a  miserable  existence  by  farming 
a  very  small  and  unproductive  estate  of  a  few  acres. 

Two  days  after  my  arrival  in  the  neighbouring 
village,  where  it  was  my  intention  to  remain  for  a  little 
while  and  keep  a  close  watch  on  Hugh  Neil's  move- 
ments, a  rumour  spread  that  he  had  been  found  dead 
in  a  ditch,  and  this  was  soon  corroborated.  He  had 
been  discovered  in  one  of  his  brother's  fields  lying  face 
downwards  in  a  shallow  ditch,  where  there  was  only 
about  half  a  foot  of  water.  His  body  was  not  in  the 
water  at  all,  only  his  face,  and  it  seemed  at  first  as  if  he 
had  deliberately  taken  his  life  by  lying  down  on  the 
bank  and  holding  his  face  in  the  water  until  he  was 
suffocated.  But  &post-mo)iem  examination  of  the  body 
negatived  this  idea,  for  he  had  not  died  from  suffocation 
at  all ;  nor  was  it  made  quite  clear  what  the  cause  of 
death  was,  for  although  the  heart  was  a  little  fatty,  that 
was  not  sufficient  to  account  for  death,  and  all  the  other 
organs  were  fairly  healthy  At  any  rate,  there  was 
nothing  in  their  appearance  suggestive  of  sudden  death. 
He  might  have  had  a  fit,  but  there  was  no  clear  evidence 
of  that.  Nor  was  there  any  reason  why  he  should  have 
been  in  the  spot  where  he  was  found.  There  was  no 
pathway,  and  the  field  was  planted  with  winter 
cabbages.  Nobody  had  seen  him  in  the  field,  and  why 
he  went  there  could  not  be  ascertained. 

It  was  proved  beyond  doubt  that  he  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  taking  snuff  for  many  years;  but  though  1 
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searched  his  effects  I  could  not  fiud  a  fellow  handker- 
chief to  the  one  in  my  possession,  and  nothing  that 
corroborated  the  suspicion  I  entertained  against  him. 
The  murderer  has  never  been  discovered,  and  if  Hugh 
Neil  did  not  kill  the  old  woman,  who  did  ?  My  own 
theory  is  that  when  he  went  for  her  rent  he  may  have 
seen  something  that  aroused  his  cupidity  ;  or  he  may 
have  urged  his  suit  on  Kitty,  and,  being  refused,  had 
determined  to  kill  her.  Stung  by  remorse,  he  had  gone 
down  to  his  brother's  place,  and  though  the  doctor  said 
there  was  no  evidence  of  the  man  having  died  from 
suffocation,  the  result  of  drowning,  I  am  clearly  of 
opinion,  in  spite  of  this,  that  Hugh  Neil  did  kill  him- 
self by  holding  his  face  in  the  water.  At  any  rate, 
the  whole  affair  is  shrouded  in  mystery,  and  will  remain 
a  mystery  until  the  end  of  time. 

It  is  satisfactory  to  be  able  to  state  that,  though  it 
was  found  that  Kitty's  daughter  was  no  longer  in  the 
land  of  the  living,  her  own  child  was  and  is  in  the  care 
of  some  honest  people  who  had  taken  a  fancy  to  her. 
She  therefore  succeeded  to  her  grandmother's  money, 
and  a  philanthropic  lady  interested  herself  in  her,  and 
undertook  to  see  that  she  was  well  looked  after  in  the 
future. 
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Atsy  one  who  has  ever  had  anything  to  do  "with 
criminals  knows  that  it  is  necessary  at  times  to  resort 
to  somewhat  strange  expedients  in  order  to  bring  them 
to  book.  The  criminal  is  nothing  if  he  is  not  cunning, 
and  this  cunning  has  to  be  counteracted  in  order  that 
he  may  be  circumvented.  Years  ago  I  had  to  do  with 
the  case  of  a  man  who,  I  think,  was  a  past  master  in  the 
art  of  deception.  Conscience  with  him  appeared  to  be 
an  utterly  unknown  quality.  He  had  been  in  rather  a 
flourishing  way  of  business  as  a  baker  in  Leith,  near 
Edinburgh,  but  having  a  weakness  for  horse-racing,  he 
got  into  difficulties,  and  became  bankrupt.  His  estate 
was  found  to  be  worthless,  for  his  furniture  did  not 
belong  to  him,  but  it  was  thought  at  the  time  that  he 
was  concealing  some  valuable  property,  and  every 
means  were  taken  to  try  and  prove  this,  but  without 
result.  His  name  was  Peter  M'Grluckie,  but  in  due 
course,  when  he  got  his  discharge,  he  removed  to 
Edinburgh,  and  changed  his  name  to  James  Forsyth. 
For  three  or  four  years  he  seems  to  have  got  his  living 
as  a  "  turf  and  commission  agent,"  but,  from  all 
accounts,  it  must  have  been  a  very  meagre  sort  of 
living,  for  he  did  not  wax  fat,  neither  were  his  coffers 
filled,  and  at  last  he  disappeared  from  Edinburgh 
altogether,  but  not  before  he  had  been  prosecuted  for 
fraudulently  detaining  money  that  had  been  entrusted 
to  him  for  investment.     Luck  favoured  him,  however, 
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in  this  manner,  as  it  had  done  in  the  bankruptcy  case, 
for,  although  clearly  guilty,  he  managed  to  escape 
punishment  on  some  technical  grounds. 

Seven  years  later,  while  I  was  in  London,  I  was 
called  upon  to  investigate  a  case  of  robbery  from  the 
premises  of  Mr.  Philip  Simpson,  a  baker  in  a  very 
large  way  of  business.  Mr.  Simpson  had  several  shops 
in  London,  but  his  head  place  was  in  Islington.  He 
employed  a  large  number  of  people,  and  at  the 
Islington  place  he  had  a  foreman  known  as  Walter 
Wallace,  who,  though  not  particularly  steady,  was  con- 
sidered to  be  a  very  efficient  workman,  while  his 
honesty  had  never  once  been  suspected.  For  a  long 
time  Mr.  Simpson  had  missed  money  in  sums  varying 
from  two  or  three  shillings  to  as  many  pounds,  and 
first  one  and  then  another  of  his  assistants  were 
discharged,  for,  though  nothing  was  legally  proved 
against  them,  they  were  suspected.  At  length,  the 
pilfering  ceased  for  a  time,  and  it  was  hoped  that  the 
dishonest  servants  had  all  been  weeded  out. 

The  shop  in  Islington,  where  a  considerable  trade  was 
done  in  confectionery  and  afternoon  tea,  was  under  the 
entire  control  of  a  young  woman  named  Emma  Martin, 
who  had  been  in  the  employ  for  two  years,  and  was 
very  highly  respected  by  her  master.  She  was  about 
eight-and-twenty,  and  had  formerly  been  in  charge  of 
a  West  End  confectioner's,  and  only  left  on  account  of 
the  death  of  the  proprietor.  She  slept  in  the  house, 
and  she  had  under  her  as  assistants  three  young  women 
who  went  home  at  night  after  the  shop  was  closed. 
Walter  Wallace,  who  was  foreman  of  the  bakers,  and 
had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  shop,  except  to 
keep  it  supplied  with  confectionery,  had  a  staff  of  eight 
men     under     him,    four     of     whom     slept     on     the 
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premises  with  himself.  But  these  men  occupied  a  sort 
of  outbuilding  at  the  back  of  the  main  sbop,  and  over 
the  bakery- 
Mr.  Simpson  lived  at  his  Islington  establishment  with 
his  wife,  and  he  had  three  sons  and  two  daughters,  who 
looked  after  the  other  branch  establishments.  Mr. 
Simpson,  who  had  not  been  in  good  health  for  some 
time,  had  gone  away  to  the  seaside  with  his  wife, 
leaving  the  Islington  shop  in  charge  of  Miss  Emma 
Martin,  in  whom  he  reposed  the  greatest  confidence. 
One  night,  during  his  absence,  the  house  was  broken 
into,  and  a  sum  of  nearly  two  hundred  pounds  stolen, 
as  well  as  a  valuable  clock,  a  couple  of  watches,  some 
silver  spoons,  and  a  quantity  of  wearing  apparel, 
including  a  very  costly  sealskin  jacket  belonging  to 
Mrs.  Simpson.  The  proprietor  was  telegraphed  for 
immediately,  and  as  soon  as  he  returned,  he  sent  for 
me  and  asked  me  to  investigate  the  affair.  I  should 
explain  that  at  the  side  of  the  house,  which  was  a  large 
one,  was  a  covered  passage  to  which  entrance  was 
gained  by  a  doorway,  the  door  of  which  was  always 
locked  at  night.  The  passage  led  to  the  back  part  of 
the  premises  where  the  men's  quarters  were  situated. 
Each  man  was  provided  with  a  key  of  the  passage  door, 
so  that  he  could  gain  admission  at  night  to  his  quarters, 
which  were  quite  shut  off  from  the  house.  But  when 
the  shop  was  closed,  the  only  entrance  to  the  house  was 
by  a  side-door  in  this  passage. 

I  found  that  the  lock  of  the  passage  door  had  been 
picked,  and  the  house  door  forced  open  with  a  jemmy. 
Then  the  thieves  had  made  their  way  to  Miss  Martin's 
room,  and  carried  off  the  cash-box  in  which  she  kept 
the  money,  and  after  that,  other  parts  of  the  house  had 
teen  visited. 
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I  gathered  that  the  day  before  it  had  been  Miss 
Martin's  birthday,  and  after  the  shop  had  closed  at 
eight  o'clock  she  had  had  a  little  gathering,  including 
the  other  employes,  and  her  sweetheart,  a  young  man 
named  Henry  Butler,  who  was  employed  as  a  clerk  in 
the  city.  A  considerable  quantity  of  ale  had  been 
consumed,  and  two  bottles  of  champagne.  And  Miss 
Martin  confessed  that  though  she  had  not  tasted  a  drop 
of  anything  else,  she  took  two  glasses  of  champagne, 
which  got  into  her  head,  and  when  she  went  to  bed  she 
was  dazed  and  stupid.  I  saw  nothing  that  led  me  to 
suppose  any  of  the  servants  had  had  anything  to  do 
with  the  burglary  ;  but  Walter  AVallace  came  to  me 
and  volunteered  a  statement.  He  said  that  his  own 
belief  was  Miss  Martin  and  her  sweetheart,  Henry 
Butler,  knew  all  about  it.  I  asked  him  what  his 
grounds  of  suspicions  were,  and  he  answered  that  he 
had  overheard  a  conversation  between  Martin  and 
Butler,  in  which  she  had  said  to  him— 

"  It  must  be  done  to-night,  or  not  at  all." 

Butler  had  also  asked  her  if  she  could  not  let  him 
have  a  key  of  the  passage  door,  and  she  had  told  him 
that  he  must  pick  the  lock  so  as  not  to  arouse 
suspicion. 

On  the  strength  of  this  statement,  I  made  some 
inquiries  about  Butler,  and  found  that  he  had  for  a 
long  time  borne  an  unblemished  character.  But  when 
a  youth,  he  had  been  charged  with  taking  some  money 
out  of  the  till  of  a  shop  where  he  was  employed. 
And  though  brought  before  a  magistrate,  he  was  not 
sent  to  prison,  as  his  employer  interceded  for  him,  and 
so  he  was  let  off  with  an  admonition. 

As  Wallace  adhered  persistently  to  his  statement,  I 
held   a   consultation   with   Mr.   Simpson,   and  it   was 
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decided  that  his  wife  in  my  presence  should  search  Miss 
Martin's  boxes  unknown  to  her.  This  was  done,  with 
the  result  that  we  found  one  of  the  missing  watches, 
and  some  of  the  spoons  wrapped  up  in  a  towel  at  the 
bottom  of  the  box.  Mrs.  Simpson  was  aghast  at  the 
discovery,  for  she  had  had  such  faith  in  Emma.  But 
her  surprise  was  nothing  as  compared  to  Emma 
Martin's  amazement,  when  I  told  her  that  I  should 
arrest  her  on  suspicion  of  being  concerned  in  the 
robbery  I  thought  she  would  have  gone  mad  with 
excitement,  and  when  she  heard  that  some  of  the  stolen 
property  had  been  found  in  her  box,  she  declared 
solemnly  that  it  must  have  been  placed  there  by  some 
one  who  had  a  spite  against  her. 

I  confessed  that  I  was  greatly  impressed  by  hei 
manner,  which  did  not  strike  me  as  being  that  of  a 
guilty  person.  At  any  rate,  if  she  was  guilty,  she 
knew  how  to  act  a  part  with  consummate  skill. 
However,  in  face  of  the  fact  that  some  of  the  stolen 
goods  had  been  found  in  her  box,  there  was  no  alter- 
native but  to  arrest  her.  She  fell  into  a  fit  of 
hysterics,  and,  owing  to  her  screams,  we  had  great 
difficulty  in  conveying  her  to  the  station.  The  same 
afternoon  I  arrested  Butler,  and  he  was  as  emphatic  in 
his  protestations  of  innocence  as  his  sweetheart  had 
been,  and,  though  not  so  demonstrative,  he  was  not  less 
distressed. 

I  found  that  all  Miss  Martin's  people  were  very 
respectable  indeed,  and  were  fearfully  shocked  when 
they  heard  that  Emma  had  been  arrested  on  a  charge 
of  robbery.  In  appearance  she  was  a  very  ladylike 
young  woman,  and  there  was  nothing  in  her  expression 
or  manner  that  was  suggestive  of  criminal  propensities. 
Of  course,  appearances  are  not  always  to  be  trusted,  but 
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a  man  whose  business  is  the  detection  of  crime  must 
necessarily  become  expert  in  reading  the  indications  of 
the  human  face,  and  I  have  never  yet  had  to  deal  with 
a  really  guilty  person  who  did  not,  in  some  measure 
more  or  less  pronounced,  betray  by  his  or  her  expression 
a  consciousness  of  guilt. 

At  the  preliminary  examination  before  the  magis- 
trate the  two  prisoners  seemed  overwhelmed  with  a 
sense  of  their  position.  They  were  remanded  for  a 
week,  but  admitted  to  bail,  which  was  forthcoming  in 
each  case,  and  in  the  interim  it  became  my  duty  to 
endeavour  to  get  such  evidence  as  would  justify  their 
conviction  if  they  were  really  guilty.  I  thought  I 
could  not  do  better  than  have  an  interview  with  Emma 
Martin  herself,  and  so  I  called  upon  her  at  her  mother's 
house,  where  she  was  staying.  I  found  her  absolutely 
prostrate,  and  she  asserted  her  innocence  in  the  most 
solemn  manner,  expressing  a  hope  that  Grod  would  take 
her  life  if  she  was  not  speaking  the  truth.  Of  course  I 
had  heard  all  this  sort  of  thing  before  Even  culprits 
about  to  die  for  murder  had  solemnly  declared  their 
innocence  until  within  a  few  minutes  of  their  dread 
doom  being  carried  out.  But  somehow  Emma  Martin 
gave  me  the  impression  that  she  was  not  concealing  any 
guilty  knowledge.     Nevertheless,  I  said  to  her — 

"  But  you  know,  Miss  Martin,  if  your  assertions  are 
correct,  it  would  point  to  a  dastardly  plot  against  you  to 
ruin  your  reputation  and  blast  your  future." 

"'  Oh,  it  is — it  is  !"  she  moaned,  wringing  her  hands 
in  an  agony  of  distress. 

"Do  you  know  of  any  one  who  would  be  likely  to 
proceed  to  such  a  length  ?  " 

"  There  is  one  person  who  I  think  would  do  any= 
thing  against  me." 
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"  Who  is  that  ?  " 

"  It's  Mr.  Simpson's  foreman." 

"  What,  do  you  mean  Walter  Wallace  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  But  why  should  he  be  so  bitter  against  you  ?  " 

"  Because  at  one  time  he  persecuted  me  with  his 
addresses,  although  he  is  old  enough  to  be  my  father. 
But  I  never  could  bear  him,  and  repulsed  him." 

"But  surely  he  would  not  be  such  a  dastardly 
wretch  as  to  try  and  fix  such  a  crime  as  this  upon 
you." 

"  He  is  dastardly  enough  for  anything,"  she  cried ; 
"  and  he  has  more  than  once  sworn  that  he  would  make 
me  suffer  some  day.  About  a  month  ago  he  got 
drunk  and  spoilt  a  batch  of  bread,  and  I  complained 
about  him.  That  evening,  after  the  shop  was  closed, 
he  came  to  me  and  said  he  would  make  roe  smart  for 
it  though  he  should  be  hanged." 

"  Did  you  bring  his  threats  under  your  master's 
notice  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Why  did  you  not  do  so  ?  " 

"  Because  I  did  not  attach  any  great  importance 
to  them.  Besides,  I  did  not  wish  him  to  lose  his 
situation." 

"  Then  do  you  believe  that  he  committed  this 
robbery  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I  don't  know.     He  is  bad  enough." 

"  But  how  came  the  things  in  your  box  ?  " 

"  What  was  there  to  hinder  him  putting  them  in  ?  He 
entered  my  room  in  order  to  get  the  cash-box,  and 
as  I  have  never  kept  my  boxes  locked,  he  would 
have  no  difficulty  in  carrying  out  his  diabolical 
design." 
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"  "Well,  Miss  Martin,  this  is  a  very  serious  statement," 
I  remarked,  "  and  argues  terrible  wickedness  on 
Wallace's  part." 

"  I  tell  you  he  is  wicked  enough  for  anything,"  she 
cried  ;  "  but  whether  he  committed  the  robbery  or  not, 
I  did  not  do  it." 

On  the  strength  of  what  she  had  said,  I  thought  it 
was  my  place  to  make  some  inquiries  about  Wallace. 
His  face  had  struck  me  as  being  familiar  in  some 
way,  for  I  have  always  had  a  most  remarkable  memory 
for  faces,  and  yet  I  could  not  recall  where  I  had  seen 
him,  if  ever  I  had  seen  him  before. 

From  inquiries  pushed  amongst  the  servants,  I  found 
that  it  Avas  quite  true  about  Walter  Wallace  having 
wanted  to  pay  his  addresses  to  Miss  Martin,  notwith- 
standing that  he  was  turned  fifty  years  of  age,  although 
lie  looked  younger  than  his  years.  He  had  also  been 
heard  to  utter  threats  against  her.  So  far,  then,  she 
was  corroborated  in  her  statement ;  but,  of  course,  that 
did  not  warrant  the  assumption  that  he  had  been 
guilty  of  such  a  heinous  double  offence  as  robbing  his 
master  and  then  accusing  an  innocent  woman. 

I  found  that  Wallace  had  come  to  Mr.  Simpson  from 
Liverpool,  bringing  with  him  a  first-rate  character  from 
a  well-known  Liverpool  baker,  named  Haslam,  whom 
I  decided  to  go  and  see  in  order  to  learn  how  Wallace 
had  conducted  himself  in  his  employ  But  my  amaze- 
ment may  be  imagined  when  I  was  informed  by  Mr. 
Haslam  that  he  had  never  employed  a  person  by  the 
name  of  Walter  Wallace,  and  had  never  given  such  a 
person  a  character.  Here  was  a  revelation,  then  ;  and 
it  proved  that  Wallace  had  obtained  his  situation  with 
Mr.  Simpson  by  means  of  a  forged  character.  I  there- 
fore devoted  myself  to  tracing  the  fellow's  career.      It 
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was  not  an  easy  matter,  but  I  succeeded,  and  without 
going  into  details  I  may  briefly  state  that  I  proved  him 
to  be  no  other  than  Peter  M'Grluckie,  who  had  been  in 
business  in  Leith,  gone  through  the  Bankruptcy  Court, 
and  had  reappeared  on  the  scene  as  "  James  Forsyth," 
turf  and  commission  agent,  whom  I  had  arrested  in 
Edinburgh  years  ago  on  a  charge  of  fraud.  But,  as  I 
have  already  stated  at  the  beginning  of  this  sketch,  he 
escaped  punishment  then  owing  to  some  technical  flaws 
in  the  indictment.  In  view  of  his  black  record,  I  felt 
that  it  was  more  than  possible  that  Miss  Martin's 
suspicions  were  well  founded,  but  the  thing  was  to  get 
legal  evidence  against  him,  but  this  at  last  I  was  enabled 
to  do  in  a  strange  way. 

In  Mr.  Simpson's  employ  was  a  youth  who  was 
serving  his  time  as  an  apprentice,  and  in  a  conversation 
I  had  with  him  he  incidentally  mentioned  that  he  had 
heard  Wallace  exclaim  in  his  sleep — 

"  Ah !  I've  done  it.  I  told  you  I  would  ruin  you 
some  day  " 

I  asked  the  boy  if  Wallace  talked  very  much  in  his 
sleep,  and  he  replied  that  he  did.  Now,  I  have  heard 
it  said  that  a  person  who  is  given  to  talking  much  in  his 
sleep  will  answer  questions  if  spoken  to  very  softly 
and  I  resolved  to  put  this  to  the  test. 

Wallace  and  the  other  men  slept  in  a  long  room,  and 
I  ascertained  that  Wallace  was  a  very  sound  sleeper,  as 
most  sleep-talkers  are.  So  I  obtained  Mr.  Simpson's 
permission  to  enter  this  place  one  night  after  the  men 
had  been  in  bed  for  some  time.  They  were  all  asleep 
when  I  entered,  and,  what  was  more,  all  sleeping  very 
soundly,  for  they  had  to  be  up  at  four  in  order  to  set 
the  batch  of  bread.  Taking  a  seat  beside  Wallace's  bed 
I  waited  for  what  might  happen.     I  had  been  there 
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about  an  hour,  when  he  began  to  mumble  some  incoher- 
ent sentences.  Putting  my  lips  close  to  his  ear,  J 
whispered — 

"  Did  you  revenge  yourself  on  Emma  Martin  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  repeated  twice. 

"  How  did  you  do  it  ?  " 

"  I  put  the  robbery  on  her." 

"  Who  committed  the  robbery  ?  " 

"  I  did." 

"  Did  j^ou  do  it  alone  ?  " 

"  Fes." 

"  What  did  you  do  with  the  money  and  the  other 
things  ?  " 

"  They  are  up  in  the  roof  over  this  place." 

"  Do  you  think  you  are  likely  to  be  found  out  ?  " 

"No,  there  is  no  fear." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  the  watch  was  found  in  Emma  Martin's 
box." 

"  Do  you  think  that  is  sufficient  to  convict  her  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course  it  is." 

"  Had  Henry  Butler  anything  to  do  with  the 
robbery  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Why  then  did  you  arouse  suspicions  against 
him  ?  " 

"  In  order  to  spite  Emma." 

"  How  did  you  commit  the  robbery  ?  " 

"  I  picked  the  lock  of  the  outer  door  of  the  pas- 
sage, and  then  broke  open  the  inner  door  with  a 
crowbar." 

"  You  knew  there  was  a  large  sum  of  money  in  the 
house  that  night  ?  " 

"Yes." 


124  WAX  TED  ' 

"  How  did  you  know  that ':  " 

"  Because  it  "was  the  day  on  which  a  lot  of  monthly 
accounts  fell  due." 

I  did  not  consider  it  necessary  to  push  the  questioning 
further,  as  I  had  got  all  the  information  I  desired,  and 
the  rascal  had  convicted  himself  out  of  his  own  mouth. 
I  therefore  cautiously  left  the  room,  and  later  on.  when 
the  men  had  all  gone  to  their  work.  Mr.  Simpson  and  I 
went  back  to  the  room,  in  the  ceiling  of  which  was  a 
trap-door  that  communicated  with  the  roof  in  case  of 
fire.  By  means  of  a  step-ladder  Simpson  and  I  got 
through  the  doorway  between  the  slates  and  the  ceiling, 
and  in  one  corner,  just  under  the  eaves,  we  found  the 
money  intact,  with  the  exception  of  about  twenty 
pounds,  which,  we  subsequently  ascertained,  had  been 
sent  awav  bv  "Wallace  to  a  commission  agent  to  back 
some  race-horses. 

All  the  other  articles,  with  the  exception  of  the  seal- 
skin jacket,  were  discovered  also  in  the  loft.  I 
immediately  proceeded  to  arrest  "Walter  "Wallace  as  he 
was  at  work  in  the  bakery  He  was  thunderstruck,  and 
of  course  denied  his  guilt.  I  did  not  tell  him  how  the 
information  had  been  obtained,  and  1  can  well  under- 
stand how  great  his  astonishment  must  have  been.  He 
was  brought  up  and  remanded  for  further  evidence, 
and  during  the  remand  the  missing  jacket  was  traced 
to  a  pawnbroker  s  at  the  East  End.  where  it  had  been 
pawned  for  ten  pounds,  which  was  not  one-fourth  of  its 
value.  The  pawner  was  a  woman  whom  we  were  able 
to  discover,  and  she  proved  that  she  had  received  the 
jacket  from  Wallace,  with  whom  she  had  been  intimate, 
and  he  had  told  her  he  had  found  it  in  a  radwav  carriage. 

Of  course  Hiss  Martin  and  Butler  were  instantly 
released,  and  so  great  was  the  public  sympathy  that 
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was  displayed  for  them,  that  a  very  handsome  testi- 
monial was  raised,  and  the  young  people  were  enabled 
to  get  married  very  comfortably  and  set  up  business  on 
their  own  account,  and,  as  I  trust,  live  happily  ever 
after. 

Of  Peter  M'Grluckie,  alias  Forsyth,  alias  Wallace,  it 
is  only  necessary  to  kit  that  he  was  duly  sent  for  trial, 
and,  having  regard  to  his  bad  record,  he  was  sent  away 
for  seven  years. 
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One  afternoon  a  respectable-looking  young  woman, 
about  seven  or  eigbt  and  twenty,  well  dressed,  aud  of 
exceedingly  pleasant  manners,  went  into  tbe  sbop 
of  tbe  well-known  drapers  and  ladies'  outfitters, 
Pearson  &  Hedderwick,  of  Edinburgh,  and  asked  to 
look  at  certain  articles  sbe  required.  Having  been 
supplied  with  what  she  wanted,  she  paid  the  bill,  re- 
quested that  the  parcel  might  be  sent  home  at  once,  and 
gave  the  assistant  her  card,  on  which  was  engraved — 
"Mrs.  Lena  Methven,  2(J,  St.  George's  Square."  Of 
course  the  goods  were  sent  in  due  course,  and  there  the 
trausaction  ended,  or  seemed  to  end ;  but,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  was  only  the  commencement  so  far  as  the  lady 
with  the  pretty  name  was  concerned.  Two  days  later 
she  returned  with  some  of  the  things,  and  requested 
that  they  might  be  changed,  as  she  was  not  quite  satisfied 
with  them.  Her  request  was  readily  complied  with,  as 
the  articles  had  not  got  injured  in  any  way.  She  also 
made  some  small  additional  purchases,  amounting  to  a 
couple  of  pounds  or  so,  and  when  she  took  out  her  purse 
to  pay  this  she  found  she  had  only  a  few  shillings  in 
cash ;  whereupon  she  appeared  somewhat  distressed,  but 
said  prettily,  when  the  assistant  told  her  she  could  pay 
for  the  goods  when  they  were  delivered  at  the  house — 
"  Oh,  well,  perhaps  you  can  kindly  cash  me  this  cheque 
and  take  the  amount  due  out  of  it." 


A   STRANGE    CONSPIRACY.  127 

The  cheque  was  a  crossed  one,  and  was  payable  to 
Airs.  Lena  Methven,  and  was  signed  Charles  Methven, 
the  lady's  husband,  according  to  her  own  account.  The 
amount  was  £:J0,  the  cheque  being  drawn  on  a  Glas- 
gow bank. 

The  assistant  took  the  cheque  to  the  manager,  who 
after  some  little  consideration  decided  to  cash  it ;  and 
after  deducting  the  cost  of  the  lady's  purchases,  the 
balance,  about  £28,  was  handed  to  her. 

It  was  then  after  four  o'clock,  consequently  too  late 
for  the  cheque  to  be  paid  in  and  passed  through  the 
clearing  house.  So  it  was  placed  in  the  firm's  safe  until 
the  morrow.  The  goods  were  sent  home,  and  all  seemed 
right,  though  in  truth  all  was  wrong,  for  two  days  after 
the  cheque  was  returned  from  the  Glasgow  bank  marked 
"Drawer  not  known."  This  was  like  the  explosion  of 
a  bombshell  to  Messrs.  Pearson  &  Hedderwick,  and  they 
immediately  sent  round  to  the  lady's  address,  to  learn, 
however,  that  she  had  departed  two  days  before — that 
is,  on  the  very  day  she  cashed  the  cheque.  She 
had  only  occupied  apartments  in  the  house  for  about 
a  fortnight,  and  was  thought  to  be  highly  respec- 
table. 

The  firm  now  saw  that  they  had  been  cleverly  and 
unmistakably  swindled  by  a  pretty  and  clever  adven- 
turess, and  no  doubt  her  object  in  taking  back  the 
articles  she  had  purchased  was  that  the  assistant  might 
remember  her  again  as  a  customer  who  had  already 
spent  a  few  pounds  in  the  shop.  It  is  difficult  to 
understand  how  tradesmen  can  allow  themselves  to  be 
so  readily  swindled  in  this  way,  but  the  explanation,  no 
doubt,  is  the  eager  desire  in  these  days  of  keen  com- 
petition to  secure  custom.  As  soon  as  the  fraud  was 
known,   I   was   communicated   with,   and    got   a  full 
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description  of  the  charming  lady  Inquiries  at  the 
apartments  where  she  had  stayed  elicited  the  statement 
that  she  had  represented  herself  as  the  wife  of  a 
commercial  traveller.  She  had  a  girl  "with  her  about 
twelve  years  old,  whom  she  represented  as  an  adopted 
daughter,  and  the  mother  and  daughter  were  supposed 
to  be  on  a  visit  to  the  Scottish  metropolis.  These 
interesting  people  had  left  nothing  whatever  behind 
them  that  was  of  the  slightest  value  as  affording  a  clue 
to  their  whereabouts ;  and  as  it  was  the  height  of  the 
season,  and  a  very  busy  time,  when  strangers  were 
arriving  and  departing  daily  in  large  numbers,  there 
was  not  much  chance  of  tracing  the  pretty  Mrs. 
Methven  and  her  daughter  beyond  the  North  British 
Railway  Station,  whither  they  drove  in  a  cab  from  St. 
George's  Square  ;  but  where  they  booked  to  it  was 
impossible  to  find  out. 

A  week  later  word  was  sent  from  the  detective 
department  in  Glasgow  that  a  woman  had  cashed 
a  forged  cheque  at  a  well-known  jeweller's,  and  had 
decamped.  She  had  a  young  girl  with  her,  and  was 
supposed  to  have  gone  to  Edinburgh.  The  description 
that  was  given  of  the  woman  and  child  exactly  tallied 
with  that  of  Mrs.  Methven  and  her  adopted  daughter, 
although  in  the  Glasgow  case  she  had  become  known 
as  Helen  Thomson,  while  the  daughter  had  become 
her  niece.  When  I  heard  the  report,  I  was  somewhat 
sceptical  about  the  lady  having  come  back  to  Edinburgh, 
unless  she  was  infinitely  more  stupid  than  I  believed 
her  to  be.  But  the  evidence  so  far  was  that  she  was 
pretty  keen-witted,  and  knew  her  way  about  town. 
Nevertheless,  everything  was  done  to  try  and  discover 
her,  but  without  avail,  and  I  was  then  convinced  she 
had  not  returned  to  Edinburgh. 
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A  month  later  a  report  was  sent  down  from  London 
that  a  man,  whose  real  name  was  supposed  to  be  Alfred 
Gazenove,  but  who  had  a  long  string  of  aliases,  was 
wanted  for  a  series  of  frauds.  He  was  supposed  to  be 
travelling  in  Scotland,  and  would  no  doubt  attempt  to 
swindle  some  people  there.  He  had  been  s^en  in 
company  with  a  ladylike  young  woman  and  a  girl  of 
about  twelve.  The  description  of  the  "  ladylike  young 
woman"  and  the  girl  answered  that  of  the  woman  and 
child  whom  we  were  so  anxious  to  meet ;  so  that  it  was 
pretty  evident  that  Airs.  Methven,  or  whatever  her 
name  was,  did  not  work  single-handed.  Accompany- 
ing the  report  was  a  photograph  of  the  man,  which  the 
London  police  had  managed  to  get  hold  of.  It 
represented,  quite  a  nice-looking  fellow,  verging  on  to 
middle  life.  In  spite  of  this,  we  could  get  no  trace  of 
the  man,  until  about  a  fortnight  later,  when  I  received 
a  note  from  the  manager  of  one  of  the  leading1  hotels 
asking  me  to  call  upon  him.  On  doing  so,  I  learned 
that  a  "Rev  John  Watson,"  with  his  wife  and  child, 
a  girl  about  twelve,  had  stayed  in  the  house  eight  or 
nine  days,  and  on  leaving  had  discharged  his  bill  with 
a  cheque  drawn  on  a  London  bank  for  nearly  three 
times  the  amount  of  the  bill.  As  he  was  believed  to  be 
really  a  clergyman  the  cheque  was  cashed,  the  balance — 
after  deducting  the  amount — was  handed  to  him,  and 
the  rev.  gentleman  and  his  family  took  their  departure. 
Of  course  it  wras  the  old  game  repeated.  The  cheque 
was  returned  marked  "No  effects."  The  description 
of  the  man,  in  spite  of  his  assumption  of  the  parson, 
identified  him  as  Alfred  Cazenove,  but  the  woman 
supposed  to  be  his  wife  was  not  the  one  who  had 
swindled  Pearson  &  Hedderwick,  as  she  was  fair  and 
tall,    and  the  other  one  was  short  and  dark.     Now,  a 
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woma.ii  might  alter  her  complexion  to  some  extent,  and 
also  the  colour  of  her  hair,  but  she  could  not  make  her- 
self short  or  tall  at  will.  The  little  girl,  however,  was 
the  same  who  had  been  represented  as  Mrs.  Lena 
Methven's  adopted  daughter. 

It  was  clear  now  that  we  had  to  deal  with  a  gang  of 
accomplished  rogues,  who  would  have  to  be  hunted 
down.  A  reference  to  the  clergy  list  showed  that  there 
was  more  than  one  "  Rev.  John  Watson,"  but  we  soon 
established  the  fact  that  none  of  these  gentlemen  was 
the  one  wanted,  and  of  course  they  were  all  highly 
indignant  that  the  same  name  should  have  been  taken 
by  the  swindler.  In  one  of  the  drawers  of  the  room 
that  had  been  occupied  by  the  "  Rev.  John  Watson  " 
and  his  family  was  found  a  cheque-book  containing 
three  cheques  of  the  London  bank  on  which  the  rascal 
had  drawn  the  cheque  which  the  manager  of  the  hotel 
had  cashed,  and  also  a  letter.  He  had  overlooked  these 
things  in  spite  of  his  sharpness  and  cleverness,  and  it 
was  further  corroborative  evidence  of  my  oft-repeated 
assertion  that,  however  clever  a  rogue  may  be,  he  betrays 
himself  sooner  or  later  by  an  act  of  stupidity.  The 
letter  was  enclosed  in  an  envelope  that  bore  the  London 
postmark,  and  was  addressed  to  the  Rev.  John  Watson. 
It  was  only  a  few  lines,  and  ran  thus  : — 

"  You  are  doing  well,  but  be  careful.  The  detecs.  are 
on  the  watch.  We  can  circumvent  them,  however,  if 
we  are  cautious.  The  funds  are  in.  an  exceedingly 
flourishing  state  at  present,  and  by  and  by  we  can  live 
in  clover.  Don't  let  Nell  do  anything  rash,  and  above 
all  keep  no  letters,  burn  everything.  You  had  better  be 
in  Brum,  at  the  end  of  the  month.  There  are  good 
diggings  there,  and  you  should  do  well.     But  again  let 
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me  caution  you  to  have  no  documentary  evidence  in  case 
of  being  nabbed.     And  above  all,  be  jannock. 

"  Yours  as  ever, 

"  The  Boss." 

This  letter  proved  tbat  the  rascals  knew  they  were 
being  watched,  but  in  spite  of  the  repeated  caution, 
the  "  Rev.  John  Watson  "  had  not  been  as  careful  as 
his  colleague  in  roguery  desired  him  to  be.  The  letter 
told  him  that  he  had  better  be  in  "  Brum."  at  the  end 
of  the  month.  I  took  Brum,  to  mean  Birmingham, 
often  spoken  of  contemptuously  as  Brummagem.  To 
the  end  of  the  month  it  wanted  about  twelve  days,  and 
I  resolved  to  go  to  Birmingham  on  the  chance  of  what 
might  turn  up. 

Two  or  three  days  later  an  extensive  burglary  took 
place  at  the  house  of  Mr.  John  Jamieson,  the  managing 
director  of  the  Glasgow  Manufacturing  Company.  Mr. 
Jamieson  was  a  wealthy  man,  and  resided  at  the  West 
End  of  Glasgow.  He  and  all  his  family  had  gone  to  a 
ball,  leaving  four  servants  in  the  house,  including  the 
cook  and  a  man-servant.  The  house  was  entered  about 
midnight,  and  a  large  quantity  of  silver  plate  was  carried 
off,  also  some  jewellery  and  wearing  apparel,  together 
with  over  £60  in  cash,  the  total  value  of  the  property 
stolen  being  upwards  of  £2,000.  The  burglars  succeeded 
in  making  good  their  escape,  and  carrying  off  all  the 
stolen  goods.  I  went  over  to  Glasgow  to  investigate 
the  affair,  and  on  making  a  careful  examination  of  the 
premises,  I  found  that  the  thieves  had  effected  an 
entrance  by  means  of  a  back  window  at  the  end  of  a 
passage.  In  order  to  reach  this  window  they  had 
mounted  the  roof  of  a  scullery,  which  was  immediately 
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underneath.  The  bedroom  of  the  man-servant  led  out 
of  this  passage,  the  door  being  close  to  the  window,  and 
therefore  it  seemed  strange  that  he  had  not  been 
disturbed  in  any  way.  On  the  face  of  it  there  did  not 
seem  to  be  much  in  the  incident,  but  it  aroused  my 
suspicions,  and  I  thought  it  might  be  worth  while 
making  some  quiet  inquiries  about  the  man. 

His  name  was  Peter  Stewart,  and  he  had  been  in  Mr. 
Jamieson's  service  about  six  months,  and  had  previous 
to  that  been  with  a  family  in  Aberdeen.  He  was 
supposed  to  be  quite  honest,  but  was  under  notice  to 
quit,  as  he  was  afflicted  with  incurable  laziness.  That 
was  the  only  cause  for  complaint  there  was  against 
him.  As  I  could  get  hold  of  nothing  to  justify  my 
suspicions,  I  could  not  of  course  openly  accuse  Stewart 
of  having  connived  at  the  burglary — indeed,  I  was 
careful  not  to  let  him  think  that  I  even  suspected 
him.  But  I  impressed  his  features  on  my  memory,  so 
that  I  was  never  likely  to  forget  them ;  and  I  noticed 
that  he  walked  with  a  slight,  almost  imperceptible  limp, 
due  as  I  understood  to  the  kick  of  a  horse  when  he  was 
a  youth.  I  also  thought  it  worth  while  to  find  out 
something  about  his  antecedents,  and  to  my  surprise 
I  learnt  that  during  the  time  he  was  with  the  family 
in  Aberdeen  that  house  had  also  been  robbed,  and  the 
thieves  had  never  been  caught.  He  had  relatives  in 
Glasgow,  and  was  courting  a  young  woman  named 
Jessie  Adams,  who  was  housemaid  at  an  hotel. 

As  we  could  get  no  trace  of  the  burglars,  and  as  the 
month  had  nearly  expired,  I  went  off  to  Birmingham, 
hoping  to  get  on  the  trail  of  the  "  Bev.  John  "Watson," 
not  that  I  thought  for  a  moment  that  he  would 
continue  to  use  that  name.  But  it  was  likely  enough 
that  he  would  continue  the  role  of  the  parson,  as  it  was 
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a  character  so  little  calculated  to  arouse  the  suspicions 
of  his  intended  victims.  In  an  interview  I  had  with 
the  chief  of  the  police,  I  ascertained  that  about  two 
months  before  the  cheque  trick  had  been  performed  in 
Birmingham.  The  modus  operandi  was  almost 
precisely  the  same  as  that  followed  in  Edinburgh 
The  cheque  was  drawn  on  a  London  bank,  but  wa> 
signed  Richard  Henry  Armstrong.  The  description  oi 
the  woman  who  had  carried  out  the  swindle  left  nn 
doubt  on  my  mind  that  she  was  identical  with  the 
"  Mrs.  Lena  Methven  "  who  had  distinguished  herself 
in  Edinburgh,  and  I  was  convinced  now  that  a  very 
clever  gang  of  swindlers  was  at  work.  I  did  not  at 
the  time  connect  the  Glasgow  burglary  with  these  bank- 
cheque  operations,  but  a  little  later  I  began  to  query 
in  my  own  mind  whether  it  might  not  be  the  work  of 
the  same  gang.  Although  I  stayed  in  Birmingham 
over  a  week,  I  was  not  successful  in  obtaining  any  clue. 
Perhaps  the  rev  gentleman  had  altered  his  plans,  and 
gone  further  afield.  I  therefore  determined  to  return 
to  Glasgow  and  endeavour  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the 
burglary  at  Mr.  Jamieson's  house.  The  very  day  that 
I  left  Birmingham  the  papers  had  an  account  of  a 
daring  burglary  committed  on  the  premises  of  a 
gentleman  residing  in  rather  a  lonely  district  near 
Lancaster.  It  was  announced  that  no  arrests  had  been 
made. 

On  reaching  Glasgow  I  found  that  Peter  Stewart  had 
left  his  situation,  and  nobody  seemed  to  know  where  he 
had  betaken  himself.  But  by  means  of  his  sweetheart, 
Jessie  Adams,  I  learnt  that  he  had  gone  to  Loudon, 
ostensibly  to  look  for  a  situation.  She  had  writteu  to 
him,  addressing  her  letter  to  the  General  Post  Office,  to 
be  left  till  called  for,  aud  she  was  expecting  an  answer 
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by  the  next  post  or  two.  Several  days,  however,  passed 
before  sbe  got  bis  answer,  and  be  told  ber  tbat  in  two  or 
tbree  weeks  be  would  send  for  ber  to  join  bim  in  London, 
and  they  would  be  married.  But  be  gave  her  no  address, 
and  he  told  ber  to  address  to  the  Post  Office  again,  and 
she  was  to  be  sure  to  write  to  him  by  return  of  post.  The 
fact  of  his  failing  to  give  an  address  strengthened  my 
suspicions  against  the  man.  I  did  not  get  the  informa- 
tion from  Jessie  herself,  but  from  a  fellow- servant  whom 
she  made  her  confidante.  The  result  was  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  be  in  London  when  he  called  at  the  General 
Post  Office  for  her  reply  letter,  and  I  started  that  very 
night. 

The  following  day  I  kept  a  sharp  look-out  at  the  Post 
Office,  but  he  did  not  turn  up,  though  I  ascertained  the 
letter  was  lying  there  for  him.  The  day  after,  however, 
he  put  in  an  appearance,  and  I  traced  him  to  a  house  in 
Bermondsey  which  had  a  very  unfavourable  reputation. 
It  was  ostensibly  a  lodging-house,  but  was  said  to  be  the 
rendezvous  for  very  questionable  characters.  An  old 
woman  was  employed  there  as  a  servant,  and  I  managed 
to  interview  her  one  evening  as  sbe  was  returning  from  a 
public-bouse  with  a  big  jug  of  beer.  I  asked  ber  if  there 
was  a  lodger  in  tbe  bouse  known  as  Peter  Stewart,  and 
ber  answer  was — 

"  Oh,  no,  there  ain't  no  one  of  that  name  in  our  place." 
"  But  you  have  a  lodger  who  has  recently  come  to 
stay  there,  haven't  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  they  are  always  a-coming  and  going." 
"  No  doubt.     But  I  dare  say,  now,  if  I  were  to  give 
you  a  sovereign  and  describe  the  man,  you  might  tell  me 
if  he  is  there." 

"  Ob,  well,  sir,  if  you  ain't  wanting  nothink  else,  I 
dare  say  as  how  I  can." 
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She  recognized  my  description,  and  told  me  that  the 
young  man  was  called  James  Nicolson,  but  he  was 
known  in  the  house  as  "  Scottie." 

I  understood  now  why  he  had  his  sweetheart's  letters 
addressed  to  the  Post  Office,  and  I  had  no  longer  a 
doubt  that  he  could  if  he  liked  give  some  interesting 
information  about  the  Glasgow  burglary.  I  therefore 
resolved  to  watch  him  very  closely,  and  I  found  out 
that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  going  down  pretty 
frequently  to  a  house  in  Twickenham,  where  he  had  a 
chum  in  the  person  of  a  man-servant,  named  Charles 
Templeton.  A  fortnight  later  that  very  house  was 
broken  into  and  robbed,  plate  and  jewellery  being 
carried  olf  to  a  considerable  amount.  The  principal 
members  of  the  family  were  away  at  the  time,  and  a 
large  watch-dog  had  been  kept  silent  in  some  way.  I 
pursued  some  independent  inquiries  on  my  own  account 
into  this  robbery,  and  discovered  that  on  the  night  of 
the  robbery  Templeton,  who  was  used  to  the  dog,  took 
the  animal  to  a  stable  in  the  neighbourhood,  where  it 
was  kept  all  night,  and  the  fellow  went  for  it  very  early 
in  the  morning,  before  the  robbery  was  made  known. 
On  the  strength  of  this,  I  advised  the  arrest  of  Temple- 
ton, which  was  done,  and  I  applied  for  a  warrant  for 
Peter  Stewart's  arrest.  By  means  of  some  letters  found 
in  Stewart's  possession,  we  were  enabled  ultimately  to 
bring  to  light  a  most  extraordinary  conspiracy,  and  to 
throw  the  meshes  of  the  law  over  a  dozen  malefactors. 
At  the  head  of  this  conspiracy  was  a  notorious  rascal 
named  Robert  Finch,  who  had  served  a  long  term  of 
penal  servitude.  He  was  a  well-educated  fellow,  with 
the  most  plausible  manner  and  remarkable  business 
aptitude,  which  properly  directed  might  have  placed 
him  in  an  excellent  position.     As  it  was,  he  misapplied 
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it  to  conspiring  against  his  fellow-beings.  He  had 
actually  formed  a  sort  of  syndicate,  the  aim  and  object 
being  to  accumulate  wealth  by  robbery,  which  was  to 
be  equally  divided  amongst  all  the  conspirators,  which 
included  women  as  well  as  men,  and  the  services  of 
children  were  even  utilized.  We  were  able  to  trace 
home  to  this  firm  of  rascals  and  rogues  the  cheque 
operations  carried  on  by  "  Mrs.  Lena.s  Methven,"  who 
was  Robert  Finch's  mistress.  She  had  successfully 
performed  the  trick  in  Birmingham,  Bristol,  Liverpool, 
and  other  towns  besides  Edinburgh.  The  girl  who 
sometimes  travelled  with  her  was  in  reality  her  niece, 
and  had  been  carefully  trained  to  pick  the  pockets  of 
ladies,  at  which  work  she  was  particularly  expert. 
The  "  Rev.  John  Watson  " — whose  real  name  was  John 
Hopekirk — was  another  clever  member  of  the  gang, 
and  it  might  be  said  he  was  brilliant  in  his  own 
particular  line.  He,  too,  was  well  educated,  and  was  a 
member  of  a  good  family. 

The  gang  made  it  their  special  business  to  commit 
burglaries  through  the  instrumentality  of  servants,  to 
whom  prospects  of  speedily  growing  rich  were  held  out. 
In  this  way  Peter  Stewart  had  been  corrupted,  and  had 
aided  and  abetted  the  robbers  of  his  master's  premises 
in  Glasgow.  He  in  turn  had  managed  to  corrupt 
Charles  Templeton,  who  was  a  friend  of  his,  and  had 
thus  brought  that  young  man  into  trouble. 

We  were  enabled  to  collect  such  a  mass  of  evidence 
against  the  whole  band  that  they  were  all  sentenced  to 
terms  of  imprisonment,  the  chief  of  them  being  very 
severely  dealt  with. 
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One  afternoon  a  woman  who  kept  a  small  shop  in  the 
neighbourhood,  of  the  Central  Station,  Glasgow,  entered 
the  office  in  a  state  of  excitement  and  indignation,  and, 
flinging  down  a  florin  on  the  table,  she  exclaimed — 

"  There's  a  bad  twa-shilling  piece  that's  been  passed 
on  me,  and  it's  the  second  ane  in  a  month,  and  some 
of  my  neighboors  have  been  bitten  in  the  same 
way  It's  just  shameful  that  puir  folk  should  be 
robbed  like  that,  and  it  wouldna  be  if  you  police  did 
your  duty.  We  pay  police  taxes  for  you,  and,  instead 
of  just  walking  aboot  the  streets  daein'  naething,  it  wad 
be  mair  tae  your  credit  if  you  were  lookin'  after  the 
thieves  and  blackguards  what  prey  on  puir  folk  like 
me." 

The  good  lady,  having  let  out  her  abuse  of  the 
unfortunate  police,  and  exhausted  herself,  paused  to 
take  breath,  and  then  the  officer  politely  requested  her 
to  sit  down  and  cool  herself  lest  she  should  become  ill. 
And  when,  all  unconscious  of  the  irony,  she  had 
complied  with  the  request,  he  proceeded  to  examine 
the  coin  which  she  had  tossed  on  the  table.  It  was  an 
exceedingly  good  imitation  of  a  florin  on  the  face  of  it, 
although  it  would  not  bear  critical  examination,  while 
its  sounds  were  so  dull  and  leaden  when  it  was  rung 
that  the  wonder  was  anybody  should  have  been 
deceived  by  so  obvious  a  fraud.  This  was  pointed  out 
to  the  irate  female,  but  it  only  served  to  arouse  her  to 
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still  stronger  outbursts  of  temper  and  abuse  of  tbe 
police,  and  she  demanded  to  know  what  the  police  were 
for  if  they  were  not  to  protect  poor  people  from  being 
cheated.  She  also  demanded  to  have  a  genuine  two- 
shilling  piece  given  to  her  for  the  bad  one  ;  and  when 
she  was  informed  that  no  provision  was  made  by  the 
authorities  for  such  an  expenditure,  she  relieved  herself 
of  another  volley  of  indignant  expletives,  and  finally 
took  herself  off,  carrying  the  spurious  coin  with  her. 

It  so  happened  that  we  had  received  various 
complaints  for  some  time  about  the  circulation  of  false 
money,  but  fortunately  they  had  not  all  been  accom- 
panied by  the  abuse  which  the  lady  in  question  thought 
proper  to  hurl  at  the  heads  of  the  police.  We  had 
caused  notices  to  be  inserted  in  the  papers,  cautioning 
people  that  false  coins  were  in  circulation,  but  of  course 
it  was  impossible  to  entirely  stop  the  passing  of  those 
which  had  already  got  into  the  hands  of  the  public. 
An  honest  tradesman  would,  when  he  got  a  bad  coin, 
prevent  its  going  out  again  by  destroying  it,  or  sending 
it  in  to  the  authorities ;  but  less  scrupulous  people,  find- 
ing themselves  victimized,  would  endeavour  to  palm 
the  money  off  on  somebody  else.  And  as  we  thought 
that  this  had  been  the  case  with  the  abusive  female  who 
imagined  that  the  authorities  ought  to  recoup  any  one 
who  had  accepted  bad  money,  we  did  not  take  any 
special  steps  in  the  matter. 

I  need  scarcely  say,  perhaps,  that  a  certain  amount  of 
bad  money  is  always  being  circulated  throughout  the 
country,  and  if  any  one  is  caught  in  the  act  of  wilfully 
passing  spurious  coin  the  punishment  is  pretty  severe. 
But  perfectly  innocent  and  honest  people  may  tender 
such  coins  without  knowing  that  they  are  bad,  and  it 
follows,  as  a  matter  of  course,  that  some  one  in  the  end 
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must  suffer  a  loss.  The  difficulty  always  in  these  cases 
is  to  trace  the  origin  of  the  coins.  That  they  have  been 
fraudulently  made  goes  without  saying,  and  equally 
certain  is  it  that  they  have  been  wilfully  sent  into  circu- 
lation, but  to  detect  the  illicit  manufacturer  is  a  most 
difficult  matter.  Yery  frequently  he  is  a  man  of  some 
capital,  and,  knowing  the  risks  he  runs  if  caught,  he  is 
careful  to  surround  himself  with  such  safeguards  as  he 
possibly  can,  and  he  carries  on  his  trade  by  means 
of  accomr  lices  upon  whom  he  can  thoroughly 
rely. 

In  the  Glasgow  case  I  am  dealing  with  we  had  no  reason 
to  believe  that  the  coins  that  had  been  passing  about  wrere 
the  result  of  any  direct  attempt  then  to  foist  a  quantity 
of  bad  money  on  the  public.  We  considered  that  they 
were  simply  fugitive  pieces  that  had  probably  been  in 
circulation  a  long  time. 

However,  soon  after  we  had  been  honoured  with  the 
visit  of  the  lady  who  was  so  angry  with  the  police,  com- 
plaints became  so  frequent  that  I  was  requested  to  give 
some  attention  to  the  matter,  and  find  out  if  the  coins 
were  being  made  in  Glasgow  or  not.  I  therefore  ob- 
tained a  number  of  the  coins,  and  had  them  carefully 
examined  by  an  expert.  They  proved  to  be  singularly 
good  imitations,  and  while  some  were  dull  and  heavy 
in  sound,  others  rang  well,  and  were  in  every  way 
calculated  to  deceive  the  unwary-  They  were  mostly 
florins,  shillings,  and  sixpences,  these  being  the  coins 
affected  by  coiners,  who  seldom  attempt  to  imitate  gold 
owing  to  the  difficulties  in  the  way  thereof.  As  most  of 
the  false  money  we  were  enabled  to  secure  was  new  or 
nearly  new,  it  was  manifest  that  it  had  not  been  long  in 
circulation,  and  the  question  to  determine  was,  Where 
had  it  come  from  ? 
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A  long  time  had  passed  since  any  systematic  attempt 
had  been  made  in  Q-lasgow  to  foist  bad  money  on  the 
public.  I  had  succeeded  in  clearing  out  a  gang  of 
coiners,  as  I  have  detailed  in  one  of  my  previous  books, 
and  since  then  we  had  not  been  troubled.  But  now  it 
could  not  be  doubted  that  coiners  were  at  work  again, 
and  the  thing  was  to  unearth  them,  and  stop  their 
nefarious  practices. 

For  several  weeks  I  kept  my  eyes  open,  but  without 
result,  except  that  complaints  from  Glasgow  itself  pretty 
well  ceased,  which  showed  that  the  rascals  had  got  wind 
that  the  authorities  were  stirring,  and  they  were  holding 
their  hands  as  far  as  the  city  was  concerned.  But  soon 
reports  came  from  surrounding  villages,  and  also  from 
Paisley  and  Greenock,  that  bad  money  was  being  passed, 
and  that  a  good  many  tradesmen  had  suffered  severely 
This  seemed  corroborative  of  the  view  held  that  the 
manufactory  was  in  Glasgow  or  not  far  off,  and  I  tried 
various  methods  to  get  on  the  scent,  but  without  avail. 
The  consequence  was  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that, 
owing  to  the  way  the  secret  was  kept,  very  few 
people  were  in  possession  of  it.  Probably  it  was  con- 
fined to  one  family,  who  took  good  care  that  their  affairs 
should  not  become  known.  So  matters  went  on  until  I 
almost  began  to  despair  of  capturing  the  criminals. 

One  day,  however,  it  chanced  that  an  old  man  went 
into  a  tobacconist's  shop  in  Sauchiehall  Street,  and, 
having  purchased  three  ounces  of  tobacco  and  some 
pipes,  he  tendered  a  two-shilling  piece,  which  the  shop- 
keeper tossed  into  his  till,  gave  the  necessary  change, 
and  the  man  went  out.  He  had  not  been  gone, 
however,  more  than  a  minute  before  a  neighbouring 
tradesman  came  in  to  get  change  for  a  sovereign,  and 
amongst  the  change  handed  to  him  was  the  two-shilling 
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piece.  There  was  somt thing  about  it  that  led  him  to 
examine  it.  Perhaps  he  was  a  little  more  'cute  than  his 
brother-trader,  any  way  he  sounded  it  on  the  counter, 
and  then  said  he  was  sure  it  was  bad.  The  tradesman 
looked  at  it,  and  with  a  little  effort  broke  it  clean  in 
halves  by  the  mere  pressure  of  his  fingers.  Leaving 
his  neighbour  in  the  shop,  he  rushed  out  and  succeeded 
in  overtaking  the  old  man  who  had  bought  the  tobacco, 
and  he  accused  him  of  having  knowingly  passed  a  bad 
coin.  But  the  old  fellow  became  furious  with 
indignation ;  abused  the  shopkeeper  very  much ; 
threatened  to  have  him  fined  for  damaging  a  legitimate 
coin  of  the  realm ;  and  ended  finally  by  giving  the  man 
the  price  of  the  tobacco  and  pipes  in  genuine  money. 

It  happened  that  during  the  altercation  between  the 
old  man  and  the  shopkeeper  a  policeman  came  up  and 
inquired  the  cause  of  the  disturbance,  and  when  he  was 
told,  he  asked  the  shopkeeper  if  he  was  willing  to  give 
the  old  fellow  into  custody,  but  he  declined  to  take  the 
responsibility  of  this,  for  the  man  seemed  so  indignant 
and  so  sincere  that  there  was  the  probability  he  was 
correct  when  he  said  that  he  himself  had  received  the 
coin  in  some  change.  And  so  the  shopkeeper,  having 
got  his  money,  was  content  to  let  the  matter  drop,  and 
he  went  back  to  his  shop.  But  the  policeman  was  not 
quite  so  satisfied  about  the  old  man's  honesty,  for  he 
recognized  in  him  a  fellow  who  had  been  in  prison 
several  times,  and  who  was  known  amongst  his  class  as 
Dumpy  Dick,  owing  to  his  being  slightly  hump-backed, 
his  real  name  being  Richard  Fleming.  As  the  police- 
man had  no  charge  against  him,  he  could  not  take  him 
into  custody,  and  Dick  went  away  growling  and 
grumbling,  and  vowing  that  he  would  have  the  law  of 
any  one  who  dared  to  asperse  his  honesty. 
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This  incident  was  reported  to  me,  and  I  resolved  to 
look  into  Mr.  Eichard  Fleming's  history,  and  by  dint  of 
patient  investigation  I  found  that  he  had  commenced 
life  as  a  tinsmith  and  plumber,  and  for  some  years  had 
been  in  business  on  his  own  account.  He  fell  into 
difficulties  ultimately,  and  went  into  the  Bankruptcy 
Court ;  and  having  attempted  to  defraud  his  creditors 
out  of  some  of  their  property,  he  suffered  imprisonment, 
and  on  his  release  he  joined  the  Navy  as  an  artificer. 
But  after  three  years'  service  he  was  discharged  for 
misconduct,  and  returned  to  his  native  town,  Glasgow. 
It  was  not  long  after  his  return  before  he  again  got 
into  trouble  through  obtaining  goods  under  false 
pretences,  and  for  that  bit  of  business  he  suffered  a 
term  of  imprisonment.  Subsequently,  he  was  again 
imprisoned  for  a  desperate  assault  on  a  woman  with 
whom  he  lived. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  Mr.  Dumpy  Dick's  record 
was  not  of  a  nature  to  inspire  one  with  confidence  in  his 
integrity-  Moreover,  his  associates  were  of  a  character 
no  respectable  man  would  have  cared  to  be  identified 
with  ;  and  altogether  Dumpy  Dick  was  looked  upon  as 
a  somewhat  notorious  character.  Ostensibly  he  made 
his  living  by  keeping  a  little  shop  in  a  street  off  the 
Saltmarket,  where  he  sold  and  bought  old  pots  and 
pans,  second-band  gas-fittings,  and  the  like. 

At  this  time  Dumpy  Dick  was  well  advanced  in 
years,  being  upwards  of  sixty-five  ;  but  he  was  a  hale 
and  apparently  hearty  man,  notwithstanding  that  he 
indulged  a  good  deal  in  strong  drink. 

Having  learnt  so  much  about  Dick,  I  resolved  to 
keep  an  eye  upon  him ;  but  I  saw  nothing  that  really 
warranted  me  in  supposing  that  he  was  manufacturing 
false  coins.     But  that  he  was  a  thorough-paced  rascal 
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I  had  not  a  doubt.  I  learnt,  too,  that  his  expenditure 
must  be  largely  in  excess  of  his  takings  in  his  shop, 
and  of  course  I  asked  myself  where  he  got  his  money 
from.  I  was  convinced  from  his  style  and  character 
that  it  was  not  got  honestly,  and  that  he  must  be 
engaged  in  some  transactions  that  were  more  profitable 
than  his  shop,  which,  I  felt  sure,  was  kept  up  merely 
as  a  blind.  Dumpy  was  married,  his  partner  being 
his  junior  by  at  least  twenty- five  years.  It  was  said 
that  he  had  been  married  four  or  five  times,  and  had 
a  numerous  family — so  the  rumour  ran — but  nobody 
seemed  to  know  where  the  members  of  his  family  were. 
His  wife  was  a  buxom,  rather  good-looking  woman, 
but  with  a  cast  of  countenance  and  a  general  expression 
not  calculated  to  inspire  any  one  with  confidence 
who  had  the  slightest  pretensions  to  judge  character 
from  the  face.  She  gave  one  an  idea  that  she  was  as 
cunning  as  a  fox  and  as  deep  as  a  well.  At  least,  that 
was  the  opinion  I  formed  of  her.  But  I  resolved  to 
try  and  trap  her  into  some  admissions  that  might  be  of 
value  to  me  in  my  endeavours  to  read  her  husband's 
secrets,  for  that  he  had  secrets  which  he  did  not  deem  it 
advisable  should  be  generally  known  I  was  convinced. 

Choosing  an  hour  when  I  knew  Mr.  Dumpy  Dick 
was  absent,  I  waited  upon  his  good  lady  in  the 
character  of  one  who  was  desirous  of  doing  business 
which  was  not  of  a  nature  which  the  police  would  have 
considered  legitimate. 

"  Is  the  governor  at  home  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  No,"  was  the  somewhat  surly  answer.  "  What  do 
you  want  with  him  ?  " 

I  affected  to  be  disconcerted  by  her  brusque  manner, 
and  looking  askance  I  answered — 

"  Well,  mistress,  my  business  with  him  is  private." 
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She  eyed  me  keenly  as  she  said — 

"I  know  all  his  affairs.  It  would  be  a  bad  job  for 
him  if  I  didn't,  so  if  you  have  anything  to  say  you  can 
tell  me." 

"  I  would  rather  not,"  I  responded  shyly. 

"  Then  what  do  you  come  bothering  here  for  ?  Take 
yourself  off." 

"  All  right,  mistress,  but  you  needn't  jump  down 
my  throat  as  though  I  had  done  you  an  injury.  I 
simply  wanted  to  see  if  I  could  do  a  trade  with  the  old 
man." 

I  saw  that  her  curiosity  was  aroused,  and  she  gazed 
at  me  as  if  she  was  trying  to  read  my  thoughts.  But 
hers  was  not  a  steady  gaze ,  she  looked  at  one  furtively, 
and  in  a  manner  that  was  by  no  means  suggestive  of  a 
frank  and  candid  nature. 

"  Where  do  you  come  from  ?  "  she  asked  suddenly. 

"  From  Manchester." 

"  And  what  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I'm  on  the  look-out  for  any  job  that  turns  up." 

"  Do  you  know  my  old  man  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Have  you  ever  done  any  business  with  him  ?  " 

"  Xo." 

"  Then  how  is  it  you've  come  to  him  now  ?  " 

"  Well,  mistress,  it's  this  way.  I  was  recommended 
to  him  by  a  pal  in  Manchester." 

She  paused,  having  fired  off  her  string  of  questions, 
and  again  she  eyed  me  in  that  peculiar,  furtive  way. 
And  presently  she  said  in  a  confidential  tone — 

"  Now,  look  here,  you  tell  me  what  your  business 
is. 

•'  I'd  rather  not,  mum.  I'd  like  to  see  the  gover- 
nor." 
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This  reply  angered  her,  and  she  exclaimed — 

"  You  fool !  haven't  I  told  you  that  I  know  all  his 
affairs,  and  what  you've  got  to  tell  you  can  tell  to 
me  ?  " 

I  seemed  to  hesitate,  and  appeared  undecided,  but  at 
last  remarked — 

"  You  see,  mum,  I  don't  know  whether  I'd  be  right 
in  telling  you." 

She  became  more  irritated  at  this,  my  object  being  to 
irritate  her,  as  I  thought  that  in  that  condition  she 
would  be  less  guarded. 

"  You're  an  idiot!  "  she  rasped  out,  with  an  angry  hiss. 

"  Thank  you,  mum." 

"  So  you  are,  or  you  wouldn't  stand  there  beating 
about  the  bush  like  that." 

"  Well,  you  see,  missus,  a  poor  chap  like  me  cannot 
be  too  cautious.  One  never  knows  when  the  traps  will 
be  down  on  one,  and  I  don't  want  to  be  lagged." 

This  fetched  her,  as  I  anticipate!  it  would,  and  she 
gave  herself  away  by  the  remark — 

"  If  you've  got  anything  to  plant  you're  safe  here,  I 
tell  you.     So  open  up,  and  let's  know  what  it  is." 

"  Well,  you  seem  all  right,"  I  answered,  and  feeling 
elated  as  I  saw  that  she  was  fluttering  into  the  web  I 
bad  spread  for  her.  "  I  suppose  I  can  trust  you,"  I 
added.  Here  I  dived  into  the  pocket  of  my  coat  and 
produced  a  common  tin  tobacco-box,  from  which  I  took 
four  spurious  florins,  each  one  carefully  wrapped  up  in 
tissue  paper.  Opening  the  paper  that  enveloped  them, 
I  held  one  before  her  and  asked — 

"  Do  you  think  the  old  man  will  do  a  trade  in  these 
things  ?  " 

Perhaps  I  need  scarcely  tell  the  reader  that  these 
counterfeit  coins  were  some  that  I  had  obtained  from 
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different  sources  in  the  course  of  my  investigations,  and 
of  course  I  had  no  intention  of  letting  her  have  them. 

I  noted  that  my  lady's  eyes  opened  with  some  sur- 
prise, and  she  said — 

"  It's  dangerous  to  show  these  things  here.  Come  in 
the  back  room." 

She  was  fairly  netted  now,  I  thought,  for  this  was 
practically  an  admission  that  she  knew  all  about  the 
business,  and  was  familiar  with  spurious  coins.  The 
conversation  up  to  this  moment  had  been  carried  on  in 
the  shop  ;  but  now  she  led  the  way  to  a  back  apartment 
shut  off  from  the  shop  by  a  half-glazed  door  that  was 
screened  by  a  muslin  curtain.  As  soon  as  we  reached 
the  room,  and  she  had  closed  the  door,  she  took  the 
coins  from  me  and  examined  them  carefully  by  means 
of  a  magnifying-glass,  and  having  done  so,  she  turned 
to  me  and  asked — 

"  "Where  did  you  get  these  things  from  ?  " 

"I  got  them  in  Manchester." 

"  Did  you  trade  for  them,  or  are  you  in  the 
line?" 

"What  she  meant  by  asking  me  if  I  was  in  the  line 
was,  did  I  do  the  smashing  myself.  "  Smashing  "  is  a 
slang  term  used  amongst  the  fraternity  for  coining. 

"  No ;  I'm  not  in  the  line,  but  a  pal  of  mine  is,  and 
he's  got  the  plant.  I'm  trying  to  do  trade  for  him, 
and  put  something  in  my  own  way." 

"  Well,  now,  look  here,  cully,"  she  said,  with  that 
vulgar  familiarity  peculiar  to  her  class,  "  you'll  have  to 
keep  your  weather-eye  open  here,  I  tell  you,  for  it's 
dangerous  quarters.  The  cops  in  this  town  have  got 
wind,  and  a  blooming  idiot  named  Donovan  is  smelling- 
round  like  a  ratter.  If  he  gets  on  your  track  he'll  make 
it  hot  for  you,  I  tell  you." 
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I  took  the  coins  up  in  a  hurry,  appeared  to  be  very 
much  disconcerted,  and,  as  I  thrust  them  into  my  pocket 
again,  I  said  dolefully — 

"  Well,  in  these  blooming  times  a  cove  can't  live.  If 
you're  honest  you  starve,  and  if  you  ain't  honest  the  cops 
come  down  on  you  like  vultures.  They  don't  give  a 
fellow  a  chance  now.  I  was  recommended  to  your  old 
man,  and  thought  I  might  have  done  a  trade  and  picked 
up  a  trifle  for  myself." 

"  I  tell  you  we  can't  be  too  careful.  The  cops  have 
got  their  eye  on  my  man  as  it  is,  and  he's  not  going  to 
get  lagged  if  he  can  help  it.  He  likes  to  enjoy  himself, 
he  does,  and  one  can't  do  that  behind  iron  bars." 

"  That's  true,  missus,"  I  said,  with  a  whine.  "  But, 
there,  it's  no  use  a-taking  up  your  time  any  more. 
Maybe,  though,  you  can  put  me  on  a  lay  where 
I  can  part  with  the  stuff." 

"  No,  I  don't  know  any  one  here,"  she  answered, 
"  unless  you  mug  them  on  some  shopkeeper  yourself." 

"  That's  risky,"  I  said,  "  but  I'll  try  it.  Well,  good 
day  to  you,  mum,  and  I'm  much  obliged  to  you." 

I  opened  the  door,  and  was  going  out,  when  she 
cried — 

"  Stop  a  minute.  How  many  of  those  things  have 
you  got  ?  " 

"  I've  got  four  with  me." 

"  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  I'll  give  you  a 
shilling  for  them." 

"  No,  mum,  thank  you,"  I  answered,  "  it  ain't  good 
enough.  I  can  do  better  than  that.  There  are  plenty 
of  mugs  in  the  town  that  will  take  'em." 

"  Well,  they  are  not  worth  more,"  she  remarked. 
"  The  risk  is  too  great,  and  if  you  take  my  advice 
you'll  not  try  to  trade  them  in  Glasgow  at  all.     The 
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place  is  too  hot.  There's  been  a  regular  rumpus  going 
on,  and  everybody  have  got  their  eyes  opened.  The 
shopkeepers  look  at  every  coin  now  that's  offered 
them,  and  if  they  suspect  the  smasher  it's  all  up,  so  you 
had  better  be  careful." 

I  thanked  her  for  her  advice  and  left,  highly  delighted 
with  the  success  of  my  little  ruse,  for  I  felt  sure  now 
that  I  should  land  Dumpy  Dick,  for  I  hadn't  a  doubt 
that  he  was  a  coiner,  and  the  evidence  I  had  got  justified 
me  in  obtaining  an  order  to  search  his  premises.  To 
my  great  astonishment  my  search  resulted  in  nothing. 
That  is,  I  found  nothing,  thorough  as  the  search  was, 
that  justified  the  suspicion  I  entertained.  Not  a  coiner's 
tool  nor  a  spurious  coin  of  any  kind  was  found. 

I  was  disappointed,  but  not  daunted.  The  cunning 
of  the  rascal  had  enabled  him  to  outwit  me  for  the 
time,  but  from  what  had  transpired  between  me  and 
his  wife,  it  was,  to  my  mind,  absolutely  certain  that 
both  he  and  she  were  well  acquainted  with  the  unlaw- 
ful calling,  and  I  was  resolved  to  get  to  the  bottom  of 
the  mystery.  Of  course,  Dumpy  Dick  crowed  loudly 
at  my  discomfiture,  and  he  and  his  wife  expressed  their 
feelings  for  me  in  language  that  made  up  in  strength 
what  it  lacked  in  polish.  But  I  was  content  to  wait, 
feeling  pretty  sure  that,  sooner  or  later,  the  laugh 
would  be  on  my  side.  Notwithstanding  that  I  thought 
this,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  confessing  that  I  was 
greatly  puzzled  about  Dumpy,  for  I  could  not  quite 
understand  how  it  was  he  had  managed  to  outwit  me, 
for  he  certainly  had  outwitted  me  temporarily. 

This  idea  having  taken  deep  root  in  my  mind,  my 
vigilance,  I  need  scarcely  say,  was  redoubled,  for  I  had 
no  intention  to  rest  quietly  under  my  defeat.  What- 
ever the  mystery  was,  I  was  determined  to  solve  it. 
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One  evening,  pretty  late,  and  about  two  months 
after  I  had  searched  Dumpy  Dick's  premises,  I  was 
coming  down  Buchanan  Street,  when  I  overtook  Dick, 
who  was  in  front  of  me.  He  did  not  notice  me,  and  it 
suddenly  occurred  to  me  to  follow  him.  When  he 
reached  the  end  of  Buchanan  Street,  where  it  joins 
Argyle  Street,  he  waited  and  looked  up  and  down,  as  if 
he  was  expecting  somebody.  Presently,  he  began  to 
get  restless,  and  paced  to  and  fro  with  every  manifesta- 
tion of  irritability.  At  last,  he  was  joined  by  a  woman, 
and  the  woman  was  his  wife.  They  stood  talking  for 
a  few  moments,  and  then  proceeded  east,  and  I  con- 
cluded that  they  were  going  to  their  home  out  of  the 
Saltmarket.  But  in  this  I  was  mistaken.  They  held 
on  their  way  along  the  Trongate  for  some  distance, 
until  suddenly  they  turned  up  a  little  street  going 
north,  and  about  midway  stopped  before  an  untenanted 
shop,  the  shutters  of  which  were  covered  with  bills  of  a 
miscellaneous  character.  The  whole  building  indeed 
looked  forlorn  and  dilapidated ;  and  a  board  projecting 
from  an  upper  story  window  announced  the  "  house 
and  shop  to  let."  Dumpy  Dick  produced  a  key  from 
his  pocket,  and  having  glanced  around  and  up  and 
down  to  see  that  no  one  was  observing  him,  he  opened 
the  door  of  the  empty  house,  and  he  and  his  wife  went 
in,  closing  the  door  behind  him. 

"Now  then,"  I  thought,  "I  have  solved  the  mystery." 

I  waited  for  fully  an  hour  before  they  reappeared. 
Then  they  turned  their  steps  homewards,  and  I 
followed  them  to  their  residence.  I  could  hardly  help 
a  chuckle  as  it  occurred  to  me  that  at  last  I  had  run  my 
man  to  earth. 

The  following  morning  I  began  to  follow  up  the  clue 
I  had  obtained,  and  I  discovered  to  my  surprise  that 
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the  shop  and  premises  were  Dumpy  Dick's  property, 
and  though  he  could  have  let  them  over  and  over  again, 
he  would  not  do  so,  and  preferred,  apparently,  to  let 
them  fall  into  ruin.  That  in  itself  was  a  strongly 
suspicious  circumstance,  and  quite  justified  me  in  the 
course  I  felt  called  upon  to  pursue,  which  was  to  obtain 
the  necessary  legal  authority  to  enter  the  premises  and 
make  a  search.  Having  obtained  the  authority,  I 
proceeded  with  two  colleagues  to  the  house,  but  we 
had  to  force  the  door  with  a  crowbar  in  order  to  gain 
admission.  The  shoj)  itself  contained  a  miscellaneous 
assortment  of  rubbish,  consisting  principally  of  old 
boxes  and  mouldy  straw,  from  which  emanated  a  damp, 
earthy  smell  like  that  of  a  tomb.  At  the  back  of  the 
sho|3  was  a  large  room,  the  windows  of  which  were 
entirely  blocked  up  with  boards,  and  we  had  to  procure 
candles.  Then  our  trouble  was  well  rewarded.  The 
room  was  fitted  up  as  a  workshop,  with  every  appliance 
and  all  the  plant  for  carrying  on  the  trade  of  coining 
There  were  moulds  of  all  kinds,  including  some  for  six- 
pences, shillings,  half-crowns,  and  five-shilling  pieces. 
There  were  several  bags  of  plaster  of  paris,  a  number  of 
clams,  two  or  three  hundredweights  of  bars  of  solder,  a 
quantity  of  fine  sand  used  by  coiners  for  polishing,  a 
bar  of  real  silver,  a  very  complete  electric  battery,  a 
polishing  board,  a  large  assortment  of  files,  a  large 
bottle  of  nitric  acid,  and  another  of  muriatic  acid, 
delicately  balanced  scales  in  a  glass  case  for  weighing 
the  coins,  and  various  other  tools  and  instruments  used 
by  smashers  in  their  nefarious  business.  It  was,  in 
fact,  the  most  complete  coiner's  plant  I  had  ever 
managed  to  seize,  and  represented  an  outlay  of  capital 
of  between  two  and  three  hundred  pounds.  There  was 
nothing,  in  fact,  wanting  to  enable  the  rascal  to  carry 
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on  his  work,  at  which  he  was  evidently  no  'prentice 
hand. 

But  in  addition  to  the  working  tools,  there  was  stock- 
in-trade  representing  a  very  large  sum.  In  one  box 
we  found,  packed  in  cork-dust,  one  thousand  two 
hundred  and  fifty  florins.  In  another  were  five  hundred 
shillings,  and  in  another  six  hundred  half-crowns. 
There  was  also  a  large  box,  nailed  up  and  corded, 
ready  to  be  despatched,  and  ou  it  was  a  card  bearing 
the  name  and  address  of  a  person  in  Birmingham.  On 
opening  this  box  we  found  spurious  coins  representing 
all  the  silver  values  with  the  exception  of  threepenny- 
pieces,  and  numbering  several  thousands.  I  ought  also 
to  mention  that  in  one  corner  of  the  room  was  a  proper 
furnace  for  melting  metal,  and  the  flue  had  been  most 
artfully  carried  into  a  neighbouring  chimney  of  a  house 
that  was  occupied.  The  object  of  this  was  obvious.  It 
was  to  prevent  any  suspicions  being  aroused  by  allow- 
ing the  smoke  to  issue  from  the  chimney  of  the 
untenanted  house.  Indeed,  the  whole  arrangement  of 
the  place  evidenced  an  amount  of  ingenuity  and 
artfulness  that  was  astonishing,  and  proved  that 
Dumpy  Dick  had  engaged  in  the  business  with  a 
thoroughness  that  was  rare  in  the  annals  of  crime. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  remove  all  the  things  off  the 
premises  at  once,  but  it  suddenly  occurred  that  it 
would  be  better,  if  possible,  to  take  the  rascal  in 
flagrante  delicto,  and  I  gave  orders  that  the  things  were 
to  be  restored  to  the  order  in  which  we  had  found  them. 
The  packed  box  of  coins  addressed  to  Birmingham 
made  it  pretty  clear  that  it  would  not  be  long  before 
Dumpy  came  to  bis  workshop  and  sent  the  goods  away 
to  the  person  who  was  no  doubt  his  agent,  and  whom 
I  was  anxious  to  net  also,  if  possible.      So  we  retired, 
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and  set  a  close  watch  on  the  premises.  But  it  was  not 
until  the  next  evening  that  Dumpy  turned  up,  accom- 
panied by  the  "missus."  They  entered  the  house,  and 
half  an  hour  later  two  men  arrived  with  a  hand- cart  and 
knocked  at  the  door.  Dumpy  let  them  in,  and  presently 
they  came  out  again  bearing  the  box  of  coins  addressed 
to  Birmingham,  and  they  carted  it  off  to  the  railway 
station.  I  thereupon  gave  orders  to  one  of  my  assistants 
to  proceed  by  the  next  train  to  Birmingham,  place 
himself  at  once  in  communication  with  the  police  there, 
and  obtain  a  warrant  to  arrest  the  consignee  of  the  box 
as  soon  as  he  received  it. 

Then  I  and  my  colle  igues  posted  ourselves  at  the  door 
of  Dumpy's  place  and  waited  for  developments.  In  the 
course  of  half  an  hour  or  so,  his  wife  came  out  with 
only  a  shawl  over  her  bead,  but  we  took  no  action  then, 
as  I  felt  sure  that  she  was  only  going  on  some  errand. 
But  one  of  my  men  followed  her,  and  she  went  to  a 
public-house  to  get  some  whisky.  When  she  returned 
and  had  opened  the  door  with  her  latch-key,  we 
pounced  upon  her  to  her  utter  amazement,  and  while 
one  held  her  the  rest  of  us  rushed  in. 

We  found  Dumpy  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and  working 
like  a  nigger.  He  was  busy  packing  coins,  but  the 
furnace  was  all  aglow,  and  a  cauldron  of  metal  was 
heating  ready  for  operations.  It  was  clear  that  the 
fellow  intended  to  work  all  night,  for  it  was  then  nearly 
eleven  o'clock,  and  on  a  table  in  the  room  were  the 
necessaries  for  a  very  substantial  supper,  including  a 
roast  fowl. 

For  a  moment  Dick  was  struck  dumb  by  the  sudden 
and  unexpected  apparition  of  the  officers  of  justice. 
Then  he  glanced  about  him  very  nervously  as  if  in 
search  of  some  weapon,  but  I  pounced  upon  him,  and, 
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in  a  few  moments  had  him  handcuffed.  He  made  no 
struggle.  He  recognized  that  his  game  was  up,  and 
with  a  melancholy  smile  he  said — 

"  I'm  played  out,  and  I  own  it.  The  game's 
yours." 

"  Yes,"  I  answered,  with  keen  satisfaction,  "  I've 
waited  patiently  for  this  moment,  and  patience  is 
generally  rewarded." 

Recognizing  as  he  did  that  the  end  had  truly  come, 
he  submitted  like  a  lamb  that  is  being  led  to  the 
slaughter.  But  not  so  his  "  better-half."  She 
struggled  and  fought  like  a  newly  caught  hyena,  and 
we  were  compelled,  though  reluctantly,  to  handcuff  her; 
and  that  done,  the  precious  pair  were  conveyed  to  the 
station,  and  the  next  day  all  the  plant  was  removed,  a 
large  waggon  being  necessary  for  the  purpose.  As  I 
proceeded  with  the  case  and  pursued  my  investigations, 
I  recognized  more  fully  the  importance  of  my  capture, 
for  the  revelations  I  was  enabled  to  make  were  truly 
astonishing,  and  seemed  more  like  a  romance  than 
reality.  Not  only  had  Dumpy  Dick  been  engaged  in 
coining  for  years,  but  the  ramifications  of  his  wicked 
trade  extended  over  all  the  country,  and  he  had  agents 
and  sub-agents  in  most  of  the  principal  towns  of  the 
kingdom. 

The  man  in  Birmingham  to  whom  the  box  of  coins 
was  addressed  turned  out  to  be  scarcely  less  notorious 
than  Dumpy  Dick  himself.  He  had  served  a  long 
term  of  penal  servitude  for  forgery,  and  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  buying  the  coins  wholesale  from  Dumpy,  and 
retailing  them  out  to  people  who  palmed  them  off  on 
unsuspecting  shopkeepers.  We  found  that  the  price 
paid  to  Dumpy  was  about  forty  per  cent,  of  the  face 
value  of  the  various  coins,  which,  considering  the  risk  he 
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ran,  and  the  capital  he  had  invested,  was  not  an 
extravagant  price.  The  other  sixty  per  cent,  was,  of 
course,  divided  between  his  wholesale  and  the  retail 
customers.  Neither  Dumpy  nor  his  wife  ever  at- 
tempted to  pass  the  coins  themselves.  They  were 
simply  manufacturers,  and  supplied  what  might  be 
termed  the  dealers.  The  whole  transaction,  in  fact, 
was  founded  upon  the  strictest  commercial  lines,  and 
organized  with  consummate  skill  and  tact  that  was 
worthy  of  a  better  cause. 

It  only  remains  for  me  to  say  that  by  the  day  of  trial 
I  had  such  a  mass  of  evidence  at  command  that  I  was 
enabled  to  unfold  one  of  the  most  startling  and  remark- 
able stories  of  crime  that  was  ever  told  in  a  court  of 
law.  Of  course  the  Mint  authorities  took  the  matter 
up,  and  in  addition  to  the  arch  offenders — Dumpy  Dick 
and  his  wife  and  their  agent  in  Birmingham — we 
netted  a  good  many  of  the  smaller  fry,  and  thoroughly 
broke  up  this  desperate  gang  of  coiners. 

Dumpy's  career  was  ended,  as  he  was  sent  to  prison 
for  life,  while  his  wife  got  off  with  seven  years,  and  the 
Birmingham  man  with  ten.  I  had  the  satisfaction  of 
being  highly  complimented  from  headquarters  for 
having  trapped  the  offenders  and  put  a  stop  to  a  most 
infamous  trade.  And  even  the  good  woman  who  had 
received  the  bad  florin,  and  been  so  violent  in  her  abuse 
of  the  police,  admitted  that  they  were  of  some  use  after 
all. 
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One  winter  evening-  a  travelling  tinker,  named 
William  Sutherland,  and  his  wife,  Sarah,  entered  Edin- 
burgh from  the  south,  after  many  weeks  of  tramping 
about  in  pursuit  of  their  calling.  William  Sutherland 
was  known  amongst  his  associates  by  the  cognomen  of 
"  Tin  Pot  Bill,"  and  in  many  ways  he  was  a  remark- 
able character.  He  stood  over  six  feet  in  height,  and 
was  of  a  build  that  gave  him  unusual  strength.  It 
might  be  said  that  he  had  a  giant's  strength,  and  used 
it  like  a  giant — that  is,  brutally,  for  he  was  notorious 
as  having  been  very  frequently  convicted  of  assault. 
Tin  Pot  Bill's  wanderings  extended  from  John 
o'  Groat's  to  Land's  End,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say 
that  he  was  feared  and  hated  by  the  whole  travelling 
fraternity.  He  had  but  one  argument,  and  that  was 
the  fist.  To  differ  from  him  on  any  subject  was  to  run 
the  risk  of  being  immediately  floored,  and  when  he  was 
in  his  cups,  which  was  pretty  frequent,  he  was  about  as 
disagreeable  a  human  brute  as  could  have  been  met  with 
anywhere.  He  was  exceedingly  well  known  to  the 
police,  whom  he  was  in  the  habit  of  boasting  he  hated 
like  "  pisen,"  and  he  never  allowed  an  opportunity  to 
slip  of  giving  practical  effect  to  this  hatred,  the  result 
being  that  between  him  and  the  police  there  was  never- 
ceasing  war.  Four  or  five  constables  had  been  maimed 
by  him,  one  being  crippled  for  life.  Of  course  he 
suffered  for  this  amusement  of  policeman-baiting,  but 
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no  amount  of  punishment  seemed  to  deter  him  or 
improve  him.  He  was  a  veritable  savage,  and  in 
America  or  Australia,  and  even  on  some  parts  of  the 
Continent,  he  would  have  been  dealt  with  in  a  very 
summary  manner,  for  some  one  would  have  put  a 
bullet  through  him  without  the  slightest  compunction  ; 
but  in  this  country  we  claim  to  have  a  higher  regard 
for  human  life. 

Now,  there  was  one  peculiarity  in  connection  with 
Tin  Pot  Bill  that  is  worth  recording,  and  perhaps  it 
serves  to  prove  that,  savage  as  he  was,  he  had  one 
vulnerable  spot  in  his  heart  which  rendered  him  sus- 
ceptible to  a  kindly  influence.  Although  brutal  to 
every  one  else,  he  was  remarkably  gentle  to  Sarah,  his 
wife.  It  is  not  out  of  place  to  state  here  that  he  had 
married  her  in  accordance  with  gipsy  rites,  which, 
although  not  recognized  by  the  Church,  are  considered 
binding  and  legal  by  the  gipsy  fraternity ;  and  I 
believe  that  even  as  a  matter  of  law  the  rites  are 
binding.  Anyway ,  in  Sarah's  hands  he  was  as  potter's 
clay,  and  if  any  one  had  ventured  to  assert  that  she  was 
not  lawfully  his,  there  would  of  a  certainty  have  been 
bloodshed.  She  was  only  about  half  his  age,  being 
little  more  than  twenty,  and  of  a  pure  gipsy  type. 
She  would  have  passed  indeed  for  a  Spanish  woman,  so 
dark  and  swarthy  was  she,  and  she  had  beauty  of  a 
certain  kind,  a  beauty  which  found  peculiar  favour  in 
Bill's  eyes,  and  he  was  fiercely  jealous  of  her.  But  his 
voice  was  never  raised  in  anger  to  her,  and  she  could 
control  him  when  "everybody  and  everything  else  were 
utterly  powerl  ss  to  do  so.  That  he  was  fond  of  the 
woman— passionately  fond  of  her — was  beyond  all 
doubt,  but  it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  she  cared  for 
him,  although  she  professed  to  do  so,  and  what  is  more, 
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she  stuck  to  him,  and  wandered  with  him  all  over  the 
country.  Thev  were  vagrants  in  the  strictest  sense,  and 
often  their  only  roof  was  the  sky,  and  their  only  lodging 
the  lee  side  of  a  hedgerow. 

Tin  Pot  Bill  usually  passed  the  winter  in  Edinburgh 
or  its  immediate  neighbourhood,  and  during  the  time  he 
lived  upon  such  money  as  he  had  picked  up  in  the 
summer.  Bill  did  not  like  work.  He  only  did  it  by 
compulsion — that  is,  when  his  exchequer  was  exhausted. 
But  he  was  by  no  means  very  particular  how  he  got  money 
so  long  as  he  did  get  it ;  and  Bill's  notions  of  honour 
and  honesty  were  not  such  as  would  have  recommended 
themselves  to  scrupulous  and  conscientious  men.  In 
short,  Bill  was  a  thorough-paced  blackguard,  and  one 
of  the  dangerous  pests  of  society.  He  was  gifted  with 
a  fair  amount  of  native  intelligence  and  a  certain  power 
of  oratory  that  enabled  him  to  put  to  silence  any  one  in  his 
own  sphere  who  ventured  to  match  himself  against  him. 

Bill's  favourite  haunt  was  a  well-known  and  notorious 
house  in  a  wynd  at  the  bottom  of  the  Oanongate 
which  was  indicated  amongst  the  fraternity  as  "  The 
Flutters'  Doss."  It  was  the  resort  of  cadgers  and  crimps, 
thieves  and  tramps,  and  scenes  were  often  enacted  there 
that  were  enough  to  make  the  angels  weep.  Although 
the  police  had  access  to  the  place,  they  were  at  that  time 
powerless  to  close  it,  but  subsequently  succeeded  in  doing 
so,  though  it  was  certain  that  the  human  rats  were 
only  driven  elsewhere,  and  not  exterminated.  However, 
that  is  a  matter  in  which  I  am  not  at  present  concerned. 
In  this  unsalubrious  den  Tin  Pot  Bill  and  his  wife  put 
up,  and,  being  tramps  of  quality,  they  occupied  a  private 
room  ;  and  in  order  to  make  intelligible  what  follows,  I 
must  describe  this  room  in  detail,  and  its  position  in  the 
house. 
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The  entrance  to  "  The  Flutters'  Doss  "  was  through 
a  low,  pointed  archway ;  thence  up  a  flight  of  corkscrew 
stone  stairs.  Then  a  narrow  door  gave  access  to  a 
passage,  and  on  this  first  floor  were  a  kitchen,  a  large 
common  sleeping-room,  in  which  twenty  to  thirty  lodgers 
were  often  crowded  in  one  night,  and  two  or  three  smaller 
rooms.  A  flight  of  wooden  stairs  led  to  a  second  flat, 
on  which  were  about  nine  other  rooms,  mostly  small  ones. 
The  room  that  Bill  and  his  wife  rented  was  just  on  the 
landing  facing  the  stairs.  It  was  lighted  by  a 
small  window  that  was  immediately  above  the  roof  of  a 
low  building  that  was  partly  used  as  a  stable,  and  which 
was  rented  by  a  grocer,  whose  shop  faced  the  Canongate. 

In  this  room,  about  three  weeks  after  his  arrival,  Tin 
Pot  Bill  was  one  morning  found  dead.  What  is  more, 
he  had  been  savagely  and  brutally  murdered.  It 
seemed,  indeed,  as  if  he  had  been  killed  by  a  madman,  for 
the  body  was  hacked  and  gashed  in  a  perfectly  sickening 
manner.  Two  days  previous  his  wife  had  gone  to 
Glasgow  to  see  a  relative  who  was  dying  in  the  poor- 
house,  and  she  was  absent  at  the  time  the  crime  was 
committed.  For  many  days  Bill  had  been  drinking 
heavily,  and  on  the  night  of  his  death  had  gone  to  bed 
in  a  state  of  beastly  intoxication,  and  did  not  trouble 
bimself  to  remove  even  his  boots.  As  soon  as  the  crime 
was  discovered  notice  was  given  to  the  police,  and  I 
went  down  to  tbe  den  to  investigate  the  matter.  I 
found  that  on  that  particular  night  about  thirty  people 
bad  slept  in  the  house,  and  many  of  them  being  birds 
of  passage,  they  had  already  gone  before  the  murder  was 
known.  This,  of  course,  rendered  detection  exceedingly 
difficult,  for  it  was  impossible  even  to  get  a  description 
of  the  people.  The  nightly  lodgers  came  and  went,  and 
as  long  as  they  paid  the  few  pence  demanded  for  the 
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accommodation  afforded  no  further  notice  was  taken 
of  them.  I  found,  beyond  all  question  of  doubt, 
that  the  murderer  had  made  his  entrance  by  the 
window,  and  he  had  mounted  to  the  roof  of  the  stable 
by  means  of  a  ladder  reared  against  the  wall.  In 
making  his  escape  he  had  left  a  track  of  blood  on  the 
window-sill,  the  slates,  and  the  ladder.  The  evidence  of 
his  having  entered  by  the  window  consisted  of  a  broken 
pane  of  glass,  by  which  means  the  latch  of  the  window 
had  been  undone.  The  window  being  seldom  opened, 
some  difficulty  had  been  experienced  in  getting  it  up, 
and  physical  force  had  been  used  to  such  an  extent  that 
the  woodwork  which  held  the  sash  in  position  had  been 
broken  away.  The  floor  of  the  room,  which,  it  is  need- 
less to  say,  was  carpetless,  revealed  the  fact  that  the 
murderer  had  been  barefooted,  for,  having  tramped  in 
the  blood  of  his  victim,  he  left  a  clear  print  of  his  naked 
foot  on  the  boards.  The  same  impression  was  also 
discernible  on  the  slates,  though  less  distinctly.  I  was 
able  to  determine  that  he  had  worn  boots,  and  divested 
himself  of  them  in  the  yard  previous  to  mounting  the 
ladder  to  carry  out  his  fiendish  work,  and  had  put  them 
on  again  when  he  descended.  This  was  made  clear  by 
scratches  and  dints  on  a  wooden  gate  which  he  had 
climbed  both  going  and  coming.  The  ground  outside 
the  gate  was  soft  and  squashy,  and  showed  several 
impressions  of  heavily  nailed  boots.  The  same  impres- 
sions were  also  observable  on  the  yard  side  of  the  gate, 
and  on  the  gate  itself  and  on  the  bar  that  secured  it 
were  pieces  of  the  mud  which  the  boots  had  carried 
there.  These  signs  seemed  to  point  to  a  very  deliberately 
planned  crime,  which  had  been  carried  out  with  a 
barbarity  happily  rare.  On  the  victim's  body  were  no 
f ewer  than  fourteen  stabs,  almost  any  on©  of  whioh  was 
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sufficient  to  have  caused  death.  One  of  these  wounds 
penetrated  the  heart,  and  if  it  was  the  first  inflicted 
death  must  have  been  instantaneous.  In  addition,  the 
flesh  had  been  hacked  in  an  extraordinary  manner,  as 
though  the  murderer  had  taken  a  fiendish  delight  in 
mutilating  the  body.  The  face  had  been  so  gashed  that 
it  was  scarcely  recognizable,  and  one  ear  had  been 
completely  cut  off. 

Although  the  crime  was  of  such  an  atrocious 
character,  the  people  about  the  house  and  in  the 
neighbourhood  were  perfectly  callous,  and  laughed  and 
joked  after  the  manner  of  their  class.  Of  course  Tin 
Pot  Bill  was  not  a  favourite,  nor  was  he  beloved ; 
therefore  his  death,  terrible  as  it  was,  aroused  no 
sympathy  On  the  contrary,  it  seemed  rather  to  be  a 
matter  for  rejoicing.  His  wife  certainly  affected  to  be 
much  cut  up,  but  I  was  convinced  that  her  grief  was 
not  sincere,  which,  considering  how  tender  Bill  had 
been  to  her,  was  a  matter  for  some  surprise.  From  the 
moment  I  began  to  investigate  the  crime  I  saw  that 
difficulties  of  no  ordinary  kind  confronted  me,  for  most 
of  the  people  I  had  to  deal  with  were  brutal  and 
ignorant  and  stupid,  and  such  information  as  I  was 
enabled  to  get  from  them  I  had  to  drag  from  them,  as 
it  were.  Naturally,  I  questioned  his  wife  very  closely 
indeed,  in  my  endeavours  to  find  out  if  she  had  ever 
heard  any  one  threaten  her  husband,  or  if  she  knew  of 
any  one  who  had  cherished  revenge  against  him.  But 
she,  like  all  the  rest,  was  very  reluctant  to  tell  any- 
thing ;  the  gist  of  her  replies  to  my  questions  was 
negative,  and  she  could  not,  or  would  not,  formulate 
any  theory  as  to  why  her  man  had  been  so  shockingly 
done  to  death.  It  was  pretty  clear  to  my  mind  that 
revenge  had  been  the  motive  which  had  actuated  the 
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criminal,  for  it  was  absurd  to  think  of  robbery ;  and,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  a  few  shillings  were  found  in  Bill's 
pocket,  and  also  an  old  silver  watch  that  was  worth 
another  few  shillings.  Why,  then,  had  he  been 
murdered  if  not  out  of  revenge  ?  And  if  that  was 
correct,  who  was  likely  to  have  wished  him  dead,  if  not 
somebody  who  had  suffered  at  his  hands  ? 

In  due  course  Tin  Pot  Bill,  the  ruffian,  was  buried, 
and  thus  ended  his  wanderings  and  strange  career.  He 
had  been  cut  off  in  what  should  have  been  the  very 
prime  of  his  life,  and  probably  he  had  very  rarely,  if 
ever,  thought  of  death.  But  it  had  come  to  him  like 
a  thief  in  the  night,  and  his  gigantic  strength  had  not 
saved  him  from  the  assassin's  wrath.  Although  he  was 
a  worthless  character,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  he  fulfilled 
any  good  purpose  in  the  world,  his  taking  off  was  as 
serious  an  offence  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  as  would 
have  been  the  slaying  of  a  philanthropist,  and  I 
relaxed  no  effort  to  unravel  the  mystery,  but  I  failed 
to  obtain  a  clue  of  any  kind,  and  I  resolved  to  try 
and  get  some  light  on  the  matter  by  questioning  his 
widow. 

"  I  understand  that  your  husband  was  a  very  rough 
sort  of  character  ?  "  I  began. 

"  "Well,  he  wasn't  altogether  an  angel,"  she  answered, 
with  a  coarse  laugh. 

"  And  he  gave  offence  to  almost  every  one  he  had 
dealings  with?  " 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  did.  Some  folk  couldn't 
get  on  with  him,  but  he  was  right  enough  if  no  one 
crossed  him." 

"  Ah  !  just  so,"  I  answered  ;  "  but  from  what  I 
understood,  people  were  always  crossing  him,  and  he 
was  always  in  hot  water.     Was  that  not  so  ?  " 
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"  He  was  a  bit  quarrelsome,  but,  Lor'  bless  you,  he 
ain't  the  only  one  what  is  that.  Bill  wasn't  half  a  bad 
sort,  I  tell  you." 

"  Now,  do  you  remember  any  one  amongst  his 
acquaintances  who  was  likely  to  do  such  a  deed  as 
this  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  dare  say  there  was  plenty  as  would  have 
done  it  if  they  had  got  the  chance." 

"  Why  do  you  think  that  ?  " 

"  'Cos  Bill  was  always  a-making  enemies." 

"  Yes,  that  I  understand,  but  what  I  want  to  get  at 
is  whether  there  is  any  particular  individual  you  can 
indicate  as  being  likely  to  have  committed  the  crime, 
to  revenge  either  some  real  or  fancied  wrong." 

She  looked  at  me  with  a  strange  sneering  expression 
on  her  face,  and  then  said  with  a  callousness  that  could 
only  be  described  as  brutal — 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it,  master.  Bill  didn't  tell 
me  all  his  secrets.  He  was  always  insulting  somebody, 
and  I  ain't  a  bit  surprised  that  he  got  killed.  He  had 
a'  awful  tongue,  and  the  wonder  is  some  one  didn't  do 
for  him  afore  this.     He  deserves  what  he's  got." 

I  need  scarcely  say,  perhaps,  that  I  was  greatly 
surprised  at  this  answer.  It  seemed  to  reveal  the 
woman  to  me  in  a  perfectly  new  light.  I  had  up 
to  this  moment  considered  that  she  was  sincerely 
grieved  at  the  fellow's  sad  end  ;  but  now  my  thoughts 
changed,  and  I  worked  out  a  totally  different  theory  of 
the  crime.  It  had  previously  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  low, 
brutal,  commonplace  tragedy,  the  sole  motive  of  which 
was  revenge,  the  murderer  cherishing  such  hatred  for 
the  victim  that  it  found  vent  in  the  hideous  mutilation 
of  the  body.  But  now  I  saw  the  matter  from  a 
different  point  of  view,   and  I  felt  more   hopeful   of 
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bringing  the  crime  home ;  and,  with  a  view  to  that  end, 
I  began  on  totally  different  lines  to  try  and  obtain  the 
key -thread  that  would  enable  me  to  unravel  the  tangled 
skein. 

Perhaps  I  need  scarcely  say  that  the  opinion  I  had 
come  to  was  that  Tin  Pot  Bill's  widow  was  not  entirely 
innocent  of  his  death.  I  don't  mean  that  she  had 
actually  committed  the  tragedy,  but  after  my  interview 
with  her,  and  the  callousness  she  displayed,  I  could  not 
help  believing  that  she  knew  something  about  the  crime, 
and  could  have  given  me  valuable  information  if  she 
had  been  so  disposed.  I  therefore  resolved  to  trace  her 
history  as  far  as  it  was  possible  to  do  so,  in  the  hope 
that  I  might  thus  find  a  thread  which  would  lead  me  to 
the  desired  end. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  on  the  night  of  the  crime 
at  the  Fluffers'  Doss  the  woman  was  absent  in  Glasgow, 
whither  she  had  gone  to  visit  a  relative.  This  relative 
was  a  half-sister,  who  for  a  long  time  had  been  in  the 
infirmary  of  the  poorhouse,  suffering  from  cancer. 
Her  name  was  Margaret  Joy,  and  as  it  occurred  to  me 
that  I  might  get  some  valuable  information  from  her,  I 
paid  her  a  visit.  She  was  in  a  very  sad  state,  poor 
thing,  and  evidently  nearing  her  end.  I  soon  found 
that  she  was  in  entire  ignorance  of  the  crime ;  but 
though  I  did  not  tell  her  what  my  business  was  beyond 
saying  that  I  should  like  her  to  give  me  any  particulars 
she  could  of  her  half-sister's  history,  she  at  once  jumped 
to  the  conclusion  that  something  was  wrong,  and  with  a 
painful  expression  of  anxiety  she  exclaimed — 

"  I  hope  our  Sal  hasn't  been  doing  anything  wroug 
again." 

The  words  "  anything  wrong  again  "  were  suggestive, 
and  I  remarked — 
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••  Has  she  ever  been  in  trouble  ?  " 

'•  How  do  you  mean  *?  "  demanded  Joy. 

'•  Well,  has  she  ever  committed  any  offence  against 
the  law  ':  " 

Margaret  Jov  remained  silent  for  some  moments,  but 
at  last  answered — 

'•'  Our  Sal  ha;n  t  always  been  as  good  as  she  might 
be." 

"  By  that  do  you  mean  that  she  has  been  in  double  'i " 

"I  believe  she  onee  got  a  months  hard  labour  in 
"Wolverhampton  for  nearly  gouging  out  a  woman's 
eyes." 

"  Indeed '  Do  you  know  what  the  quarrel  was 
about  ?  " 

''  Oh.  about  some  bluke.  I  believe." 

"  How  long  ago  is  that !'  " 

•'  I  can't  remember  now  " 

'■  Was  she  married  to  Tin  Pot  Bill  then  ?  "' 

"Yes." 

This  bit  of  information  was  significant,  and  I  resolved 
to  inquire  more  fully  into  it,  as  it  was  calculated  to  be 
of  service  in  assisting  me  to  unravel  the  mystery. 
Having  got  from  Joy  certain  particulars  regarding  her 
half-sister's  early  career  and  place  of  birth,  I  took  my 
departure,  and  lost  no  time  in  verifying  the  story  of  the 
assault  in  Wolverhampton.  I  found  that  Sarah  had 
some  sis  years  previously  been  convicted  of  having 
seriously  injured  a  woman  named  Lucy  Martin.  It 
appeared  that  Mai  tin  had  for  some  time  been  living 
with  an  Italian  named  Giaconio  Prisani,  who  gained  a 
livelihood  by  selling  clay  images  in  the  street.  There 
had  been  an  intrigue  between  Sarah  and  Prisani  of  which 
Martin  did  not  approve,  and  she  remonstrated  with  Sarah. 
A  quarrel  was  the  inevitable  consequence,  and  it  ended 
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in  Sarah  falling  upon  Martin,  and  so  beating  and 
mauling  her  that  the  unfortunate  woman  was  laid  up 
for  two  months  in  the  hospital.  For  that  little  exploit 
Sarah  got  a  month's  hard  labour,  and  so  the  incident 
ended.  But  there  was  a  sequel  to  the  story  which  was 
full  of  significance. 

It  appeared  that  while  his  wife  was  in  prison  Tin 
Poi  13ill  was  lvins"  ill  of  a  fever  in  Manchester.  "When 
Sarah  had  served  her  time  and  was  released  she  did 
not  rejoin  her  husband,  but  disappeared  for  several 
weeks,  and,  as  I  attached  great  importance  to  that  fact, 
I  set  to  work  to  trace  her  movements  during  the  time, 
and,  though  I  did  not  quite  succeed,  I  learnt  sufficient 
to  leave  little  doubt  in  my  mind  that  she  had  been 
away  with  Prisani. 

Three  months  later  Tin  Pot  Bill  and  his  wrife  were 
at  Lincoln  races,  when  a  quarrel  arose  between  Bill  and 
another  man,  and  ended  in  a  fight.  Bill's  opponent 
very  decidedly  got  the  worst  of  it.  Bill  was  arrested, 
and  on  being  brought  before  the  magistrates,  he  was 
sentenced  to  a  fine  of  five  pounds,  or  thirty  days'  imprison- 
ment.    He  paid  the  fine,  however,  and  went  his  way. 

Now,  this  incident  itself  would  have  had  no  particular 
meaning  for  me,  but  for  the  fact  which  I  easily 
ascertained  from  the  police  records,  that  the  man  who 
had  been  beaten  by  Bill  was  an  Italian  named  Prisani. 
Here,  then,  was  matter  for  reflection,  especially  when 
taken  in  connection  with  the  assault  committed  by 
Sarah  on  Lucy  Martin  at  Wolverhampton.  That 
assault  was  due  to  jealousy,  and  it  was  clear  as  day- 
light that  the  cause  of  Bill's  attack  on  Prisani  at 
Lincoln  races  was  jealousy  also. 

It  seemed  to  me  now  that  I  had  got  a  motive  for  the 
crime,   and   my   theory   was  this.     There   had  been  an 
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intrigue  between  Sarah  and  Prisani,  which  Bill  had  got 
to  know  of.  At  Lincoln  the  rivals  met,  and  there  was 
war.  The  Italian  was  badly  beaten,  and  he  treasured 
up  his  wrath  against  the  day  when  an  opportunity 
might  occur  to  enable  him  to  take  his  revenge  ;  for  it 
was  proverbial  of  his  countrymen,  at  any  rate  of  the 
class  of  Italians  that  he  represented,  that  they  did  not 
readily  forgive  a  real  or  fancied  wrong.  That 
opportunity  had  come  at  last  in  Edinburgh,  and  the 
crafty  Italian  had  wreaked  a  terrible  revenge  on  his 
rival,  with  or  possibly  without  the  knowledge  of  Sarah. 
But  was  it  not  likely  enough  that  the  woman  had 
purposely  absented  herself  from  Edinburgh  during  the 
time  the  tragedy  was  being  enacted  ?  This  idea 
seemed  to  fit  in  well  with  the  theory  I  was  working  out, 
and  pointed  to  a  well-laid  and  most  deliberate  plan  for 
Tin  Pot  Bill's  taking  off.  What  was  essential  now 
for  the  confirmation  of  the  soundness  of  the  theory 
Avas  to  discover  if  on  the  night  of  the  tragedy  Prisani 
had  been  in  Edinburgh.  If  it  could  be  proved  that  he 
had,  the  links  I  had  so  far  gathered  would  shape  them- 
selves into  a  very  powerful  chain  of  evidence,  and  I  might 
thus  be  able  to  bring  the  crime  home  to  the  criminal. 
In  spite,  however,  of  all  my  efforts  I  could  not  get  the 
slightest  trace  of  Prisani's  presence  in  Edinburgh,  nor 
could  I  even  find  out  where  he  was  at  that  period,  and 
I  therefore  resolved  to  have  another  interview  with 
Sarah  in  the  hope  that  I  might  trap  her  into  some 
admission  which  would  put  me  on  the  trail  I  wished  to 
take  up. 

It  goes  without  saying  that  the  inquiries  so  far  had 
taken  up  considerable  time.  In  fact,  many  weeks  had 
elapsed  since  the  commission  of  the  murder,  and  Sarah 
had  disappeared,  while  her  half-sister  had  joined  the 
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great  majority,  and  that  source  of  information  was 
closed  for  ever.  However,  I  learnt  at  last  through  the 
peojde  in  the  Fluffers'  Doss  that  Sarah  was  "  on  the 
road  "  in  the  North  of  Scotland.  That  was  somewhat 
indefinite,  for  the  North  of  Scotland  was  a  wide  field  in 
which  to  search  for  any  particular  individual.  But  I 
was  not  discouraged,  and  by  persistent  inquiries  I 
ascertained  at  last  that  Sarah  was  at  Perth.  Thither 
I  journeyed  in  search  of  her,  and  my  search  was 
rewarded.  She  was  very  much  surprised  to  see  me 
again,  and  she  exclaimed  coarsely — 

"What,  are  you  still  on  the  same  blooming  job?" 

"  Yes,  Sarah,"  I  answered,  "  I  am.  It  is  not  my 
habit  to  give  up  the  pursuit  of  my  quarry  easily,  and  I 
am  going  to  bring  the  murderer  of  your  husband  to 
justice." 

"  Are  you  ?  "  she  remarked  in  a  strange  manner, 
and,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  a  half-frightened  expression 
on  her  face. 

"  Yes,"  I  answered,  "  and  I  want  you  to  help 
me." 

"  Me  ?  "  she  cried,  with  a  look  of  amazement. 

"  Yes." 

"  How  am  I  to  help  you  ?  "  she  added,  before  I  could 
say  anything  further.  "  I  know  nothing  about  the 
murder." 

"  I  shall  find  out  presently  perhaps  how  you  can 
help  me,"  I  said  ;  "  but  first  of  all,  let  me  ask  you  this 
question,  are  you  really  desirous  that  the  murderer  of 
your  husband  shall  be  brought  to  justice  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  am,"  she  answered,  but  in  that  answer 
there  was  not  an  atom  of  sincerity.  Still,  I  did  not 
deem  it  prudent  to  let  her  know  that  I  noticed 
this. 
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"  Then,  since  you  are  so  desirous,"  I  continued,  "  I 
will  ask  you  a  question  that  I  asked  you  once  before. 
Is  there  any  one  you  know  of  who  cherished  a  feeling 
of  revenge  against  your  husband  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  mind  of  any  one." 

' '  Don't  you  think  that  the  Italian,  Giacomo  Prisani, 
did  so?" 

This  question  had  an  extraordinary  effect  on  the 
woman.  She  turned  deadly  pale,  and  looked  at  me 
with  a  nervous,  scared  look,  and  then,  in  a  husky  voice 
that  betrayed  her  agitation,  that  she  tried  so  hard  to 
suppress,  she  remarked  — 

"  I  know  nothing  of  Prisani." 

"  Don't  you  ?  "  I  said  caustically ;  "  and  yet  you 
must  be  aware  that  he  was  the  cause  of  your 
committing  so  serious  an  assault  on  Lucy  Martin  in 
Wol  verh  ampton . ' ' 

''  How  do  you  know  that  ?  "  she  fairly  gasped. 

"  Oh,  that  is  one  of  many  things  I  have  learnt," 
1  replied,  with  a  little  laugh. 

"  But  what  has  that  got  to  do  with  the  murder  ?  " 
she  asked,  with  great  anxiety  manifested  in  every  look 
and  movement. 

"  I  don't  know  yet,"  I  said  ;  it  may  have  a  very 
important  bearing  on  the  case ;  and  now  I  must  try  to 
jog  your  memory  still  further.  Some  time  after  the 
Wolverhampton  affair  your  husband  and  Prisani 
quarrelled  at  Lincoln  races,  and  Bill  mercilessly 
thrashed  Prisani.     You  remember  that  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  with  a  look  of  despair  on  her 
SAvarthy  face. 

"  Now,  answer  me.  What  did  the  two  men  quarrel 
about  ?  " 

"I  don't  know." 


THE   TINKER'S  DOOM.  169 

"  You  are  uttering  a  wilful  and  deliberate  false- 
hood." 

"  A  curse  on  you  for  saying  so  !  "  she  exclaimed,  with 
a  sudden  upleaping  of  passion,  while  fire  flashed  from 
her  dark  eyes. 

"Never  mind  your  curses,"  I  said.  "Reserve  your 
breath  for  something  better.  Now,  you  know  perfectly 
well  that  you  were  the  cause  of  the  quarrel  between 
your  husband  and  Prisani." 

"  1  know  nothing  of  the  sort,"  she  growled. 

"Yes,  you  do." 

"  Why  should  they  quarrel  about  me  ?  " 

"  Bill  was  jealous  of  Prisani." 

Here  she  broke  into  a  wild,  mocking  laugh,  and 
echoed  the  word  "  Jealous." 

"  Yes,"  I  continued,  "  and  you  know  that  he  had 
good  cause  to  be  jealous." 

"I  don't,"  she  answered,  with  a  suppressed  fierce- 
ness. "  But  if  he  was,  he  had  nothing  to  be  jealous 
about." 

"  Yes  he  had,  for  Prisani  made  love  to  you." 

"  And  what  if  he  did  ?  "  she  demanded,  in  the  same 
fierce  manner.  "  It  wasn't  my  fault  that  he  fell  in  love 
with  me." 

"  Perhaps  not,  and  perhaps  yes ;  but  we  won't 
discuss  that  point.  You  will  admit  now  that  your  Bill 
and  Prisani  quarrelled." 

"  Yes." 

"  And  Bill  thrashed  his  opponent  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  So  far,  then,  we  are  making  progress.  Now, 
answer  me  this.  From  what  you  know  of  Prisani,  do 
you  think  he  is  a  man  likely  to  cherish  revengeful 
feelings  ?  " 
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"  No,  Prisani  is  as  quiet  and  harmless  as  a  lamb." 

"  When  did  you  see  him  last  ?  "  I  asked  suddenly 
and  abruptly  But  it  was  evident  she  was  on  her 
guard,  and  she  was  able  to  control  her  features  now, 
which  did  not  reveal  much  unless  it  was  that  she  was 
not  speaking  the  truth  when  she  answered — 

"  I  have  not  seen  nor  heard  of  him  for  a  long 
time." 

"How  long?" 

"  I  don't  know  " 

"  Months,  perhaps  ?  " 

"  Yes,  months.     Many  months." 

"  But  he  was  in  Edinburgh  just  before  the  murder." 
I  said  this  very  suddenly  and  quickly,  and  watched  her 
narrowly. 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ? "  she  asked,  without 
betraying  any  signs  of  trepidation. 

"  As  I  know  a  good  many  more  things." 

Whether  she  divined  that  I  had  no  actual  know- 
ledge on  the  subject  or  not  I  don't  know,  but  she 
answered  boldly — 

"  Then,  if  you  know  that  he  was  in  Edinburgh,  you 
know  what  I  don't  know,  for  I  haven't  seen  him  for 
many  a  month. 

Let  me  say  here  in  the  most  emphatic  manner  that  I 
did  not  believe  this  statement  for  a  moment,  and  yet  I 
saw  that  I  was  dealing  with  an  artful  and  crafty  woman, 
who  would  not,  if  she  could  help  it,  let  her  tongue  betray 
her.  It  will,  of  course,  be  understood  that  my  assump- 
tion all  along  was  that  she  had  guilty  knowledge,  and 
therefore  I  did  not  deem  it  prudent  to  put  her  on  her 
guard,  or  frighten  her  by  letting  her  suppose  I  had  got 
any  direct  clue.  If  she  was  made  aware  that  I 
really  suspected  Prisani,  she  would  do  all  she  could  to 


THE    TINKER'S  DOOM.  171 

warn  hint  and  defeat  me.  I  knew  that,  and  so  I  acted 
accordingly,  and  said  in  a  careless,  off-hand  way — 

"  Oh,  Avell,  I  suppose  I'm  wrong.  But  can  you  not 
suggest  Avhere  Prisani  is  to  be  found  ?  " 

"No,  I  can't,"  she  answered  shortly  "I've  no 
idea." 

"Well,"  I  remarked,  as  I  prepared  to  leave  her,  "I'm 
afraid  your  husband's  cruel  death  will  go  unavenged." 

"Yes,  I  suppose  it  will,"  she  answered,  in  a  cold- 
blooded way,  as  though  she  rather  hoped  that  it  would, 
and  she  immediately  added—"  But  Bill  got  his  deserts. 
He  wronged  many  a  cove,  and  somebody  copped  him 
at  last." 

"And  yet  he  was  good  enough  to  you,"  I  said. 

"  Of  course  he  was ;  because  if  he  hadn't  been  I'd  a 
jolly  soon  have  cleared  out.  I  wouldn't  have  stood 
any  of  his  nonsense.  If  he  had  knocked  me  about  he 
would  have  got  as  good  as  he  gave.  Blow  me,  if  I 
wouldn't  have  knifed  him  myself  !  " 

This  answer  corroborated  the  opinion  I  had  formed  of 
the  woman,  which  was  that  she  was  a  cruel,  calculating, 
crafty  creature,  full  of  deceit,  and  capable  of  any 
wickedness.  It  was  not  my  intention  to  lose  sight  of  her 
if  I  could  help  it,  but  to  constantly  shadow  one  who  led 
such  a  nomadic  life  as  she  did  was  a  very  difficult  matter; 
but  I  resolved  to  keep  an  eye  on  her  for  a  few  days  at 
any  rate,  and  I  found  that  the  following  day  she  took 
train  and  went  to  Ayr,  where  a  fair  was  being  held. 
Thither  I  followed  her,  and  to  my  amazement  I  saw  that 
she  was  met  at  the  station  by  a  man  whose  cast  of  f  eatures 
and  general  style  proclaimed  him  a  foreigner,  and  I  had 
no  hesitation  in  concluding  that  he  was  no  other  than 
Prisani.  The  precious  pair  went  to  a  lodging-house 
together,  and  that  night  they  indulged  in  a  drinking 
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bout,  and  became  so  very  noisy  and  quarrelsome  that 
I  caused  tliem  botli  to  be  arrested  and  locked  up.  The 
following  morning  I  visited  Prisani.  He  had  given  the 
name  of  Alberto  Gruido,  but  I  addressed  him  as  Prisani, 
whereupon  he  seemed  surprised  and  alarmed. 

"  What  is  your  object  in  concealing  your  identity  ?  " 
I  asked.  He  affected  not  to  understand  me,  so  I  said, 
"  Your  name  is  not  Gruido,  but  Prisani.  What,  then,  is 
your  reason  for  calling  yourself  Gruido  ?  " 

"  That  is  my  business,"  he  returned  sulkily  - 

"  And  mine,  too,"  I  said.  "  You  have  a  reason,  and 
I  will  find  it  out.  Before  last  night,  when  did  you 
see  Sarah  Sutherland  last  ?  " 

"  I  never  saw  her  before,"  he  mumbled. 

"  You  know  that  to  be  false.  You  have  known  her  a 
long  time,  and  you  know  that  her  late  husband  was 
jealous  of  you,  and  for  an  assault  upon  you  in  Lincoln 
he  was  imprisoned." 

The  Italian  grew  pale  at  these  words,  and  a  danger- 
ous light  shone  from  his  eyes.  He  clenched  his  fists, 
and  between  closed  teeth  he  hissed — 

"  Yes,  curse  him  !  "  Then  after  a  pause  he  added, 
"  I'm  glad  he  is  dead." 

"  No  doubt,  and  I  believe  you  are  in  a  position  to 
reveal  how  and  by  whose  hand  he  met  his  death." 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  "  he  screamed,  and  by  his 
whole  manner  betrayed  the  anxiety  and  fear  he  felt. 

I  now  felt  pretty  certain  that  Prisani  was  the 
murderer,  and  I  felt  that  I  was  warranted  in  having 
him  arrested  on  suspicion  of  being  the  man  who  was 
wanted.  Of  course,  Sarah  was  discharged,  and  when 
she  heard  that  her  lover  was  detained  she  was  furious, 
and  she  uttered  dark  threats  against  me ;  but,  un- 
deterred, I  set  to  work  to  try  and  get  evidence  against 
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the  prisoner,  who  now  preserved  a  sullen  demeanour, 
and  refused  to  answer  any  questions.  He  was  removed 
to  Edinburgh,  and  every  possible  means  were  taken  to 
get  proof  of  his  having  been  in  Edinburgh  on  the  night 
of  the  crime.  But  in  this  we  failed.  He  engaged  a 
well-known  counsel  to  defend  him,  and  a  number  of 
Italians  were  brought  from  London  to  establish  an 
alibi. 

They  swore  that  for  a  full  week  before  the  murder, 
and  for  at  least  a  week  after,  the  prisoner  was  in 
London,  and  as  no  rebutting  evidence  was  forthcoming, 
Prisani  was  in  due  course  discharged.  But  though  he 
could  not  be  legally  convicted,  I  had  not  a  shadow  of 
doubt  in  my  own  mind  that  he  was  the  criminal. 
Immediately  after  his  release,  Sarah  Sutherland,  who 
had  remained  in  Edinburgh,  joined  him,  and  the  two 
journeyed  south,  and  I  ceased  to  concern  myself  about 
them.  Thus  the  mystery  of  Bill  Sutherland's  murder 
was  never  solved,  and  remains  a  mystery  to  the  present 
day. 
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THE  SHADOW  ON  THE   BLIND. 

A  good  many  years  ago  there  stood  on  the  highroad 
between  London  and  Edmonton  an  old-fashioned,  ivy- 
covered  detached  house,  known  as  "  Willow  End." 
How  it  got  its  name  it  is  difficult  to  say,  but  it  had 
been  known  as  Willow  End  from  time  immemorial.  It 
was  a  strange  old  place,  very  irregular  and  rambling  in 
its  architecture  ;  with  quaint  chimney  stacks  and  over- 
hanging gables.  It  was  within  a  mile  of  Edmonton, 
and  stood  back  from  the  road  about  a  dozen  yards.  It 
was  surrounded  with  grounds,  the  front  garden  being 
planted  with  shrubbery.  Behind  was  an  extensive 
kitchen  garden  and  a  long  orchard.  And  abutting  on 
the  kitchen  garden,  but  with  entrance  from  a  side  lane, 
was  a  small  cottage,  which  belonged  to  the  owner  of  the 
house,  but  which  was  occupied  by  a  labourer  and  his 
wife — John  and  Anna  Martin.  This  fact  has  a  very 
important  bearing  on  what  follows. 

It  is  a  somewhat  remarkable  thing  that  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  present  century — I  think  it  was  in  1805 
or  1806 — Willow  End  was  the  scene  of  a  dreadful 
murder,  a  man  having  butchered  his  wife  with  extra- 
ordinary brutality.  For  many  years  after  that  the 
place  remained  without  a  tenant.  Then  it  got  into 
Chancery,  and  finally  passed  into  the  possession  of  a 
widow  who  spent  some  money  in  putting  the  property 
into  thorough  repair,  and  at  last  it  was  let  on  a  long 
lease  to  a  gentleman  named  Herbert  Pritchard.      He 


THE  SHADOW  ON   THE  BLIND.  175 

was  a  married  man,  with  a  family  of  two  daughters. 
He  was  then  about  fifty,  and  his  wife  was  considerably 
younger.  She  was  a  handsome  woman,  and  it  soon 
began  to  be  whispered  that  she  and  her  husband  did  not 
get  on  as  well  as  they  might  have  done.  One  day  the 
rumour  ran  that  she  had  eloped,  and  the  rumour  proved 
only  too  true.  From  that  time  Mr.  Pritchard  seemed 
to  entirely  change,  and  he  had  the  appearance  of  a 
soured,  disappointed  man.  A  couple  of  years  later  one 
of  his  daughters  died,  and  the  remaining  daughter 
married  a  year  afterwards  against  his  wishes.  From  that 
moment  he  seemed  to  shut  himself  off  from  the  world, 
living  a  secluded,  lonely  life.  He  fell  ill,  however,  one 
day,  and  an  old  woman  who  lived  at  Edmonton,  and 
who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  supplying  him  with 
butter  and  eggs,  two  things  he  was  very  fond  of,  went 
to  nurse  him,  and  subsequently  she  entered  into  his 
service  as  housekeeper.  Her  name  was  Margaret 
Horsfall,  but  she  had  been  familiarly  referred  to  for 
many  years  as  "  Old  Peggy,  the  egg  woman."  From 
all  that  could  be  gathered,  Peggy  seemed  to  fall  in  with 
her  master's  views  and  wishes  to  a  nicety,  and  she  became 
as  silent  and  reserved  as  he.  The  only  thing  that  Mr. 
Pritchard  appeared  to  take  any  interest  in  was  his 
garden.  He  spent  much  time  in  it,  and  worked  a 
great  deal  at  it,  being  assisted  occasionally  by  John 
Martin,  who  lived  in  the  cottage  I  have  spoken  of  as 
abutting  on  the  garden.  John  was  a  big,  powerful 
fellow,  who  could  work  well  enough  when  he  liked,  but 
he  gave  way  to  occasional  drinking  bouts,  and  as  a  con- 
sequence was  never  in  steady  employment,  and  always 
in  difficulties.  He  made  himself  useful,  however,  to 
Mr.  Pritchard,  who  seemed  interested  in  him,  and 
allowed  him  to  have  a  good  deal  of  the  produce  that 
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was  raised  in  the  garden.  Martin's  wife  was  also 
employed  by  Mr.  Prit chard  to  do  the  laundry  work  of 
the  house  ;  hut  with  the  exception  of  these  people  and 
his  housekeeper,  he  held  no  communication  with  any 
one. 

Mr.  Pritchard  had  the  reputation  of  being  rich.  It 
was  a  common  belief  in  the  neighbourhood  that  he  kept 
a  hoard  of  money  in  the  house,  and  fears  were  some- 
times expressed  that  his  place  would  be  robbed,  for  it 
stood  in  a  verjr  lonely  situation,  and  the  knowledge 
that  its  sole  occupants  were  an  old  man  and  woman  was 
considered  likely  to  attempt  some  enterprising  house- 
breaker to  try  his  luck.  However,  years  passed  and 
nothing  happened.  Mr.  Pritchard  and  his  housekeeper 
Peggy  became  more  feeble  and  were  seen  less.  Pritchard 
ceased  to  take  an  active  interest  in  his  garden,  and  it 
was  left  almost  entirely  to  the  control  of  John  Martin. 

One  Christmas  Eve  Teggy  went  into  Edmonton  to 
make  some  purchases,  and  pay  sundry  accounts.  It  was 
a  fine,  crisp,  starlight  night,  and  intensely  cold.  Old 
Peggy,  not  being  as  active  as  she  was  wont  to  be,  did 
not  get  through  with  her  business  as  quickly  as  she 
might  have  done,  and  it  was  half-past  ten  before  she 
got  back  to  Willow  End.  She  had  had  a  lift  out  from 
Edmonton  in  a  butcher's  cart.  The  butcher's  boy,  being 
well  acquainted  with  her,  offered  to  give  her  a  seat,  as 
he  was  going  past  the  house,  and  she  gladly  availed 
herself  of  this.  She  let  herself  into  the  house  with  a 
latchkey,  and  when  she  entered  she  was  surprised  to 
find  that  a  door  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  which  gave 
access  to  the  back  garden,  was  standing  wide  open. 
Although  this  was  rather  an  unusual  thing,  she  thought 
the  master  had  gone  out  for  a  few  minutes,  and  so  she 
went  to  the  kitchen  to  relieve  herself  of  some  parcels 
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she  carried.  Ten  minutes  later  she  passed  through  the 
passage  again,  and  was  surprised  to  find  the  door  was  still 
open,  and,  according  to  her  own  story,  she  went  to  the 
threshold  and  called  out — 

"  Master,  master,  where  are  you  P  " 

There  was  no  response,  hoAvever.  Everything  was 
very  silent,  and  the  night  was  solemn  and  grand.  For 
the  first  time  then  she  felt  alarm,  and  turning  back  into 
the  house,  she  called  again,  but  still  there  was  no 
response.  So  she  hurried  to  the  sitting-room,  where  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  smoking  a  pipe  at  night,  and  there 
a  dreadful  sightmet  her  gaze.  He  was  lying  on  the  floor, 
close  to  the  door.  A  pool  of  blood  was  about  him,  and 
his  head  had  evidently  been  smashed  in  Avith  the  poker, 
which  lay  a  yard  or  two  away.  The  poor  woman  was 
almost  overcome  with  horror  and  fright,  and  she  rushed 
from  the  house  screaming.  Just  then  it  so  happened 
that  the  butcher's  cart  in  which  she  had  ridden  from 
Edmonton  was  on  its  way  back.  The  boy  in  charge 
of  the  cart  being  informed  of  the  state  of  matters  in 
a  feAV  hurried  words,  went  into  the  house  to  satisfy 
himself,  and  then  having  seen  Peggy  to  the  cottage  of 
Mrs.  Martin,  he  drove  off  as  hard  as  he  could  to  give 
information  to  the  police,  and  three  or  four  men 
accompanied  by  a  doctor  at  once  proceeded  to  Willow 
End.  Mr.  Pritchard  was  then  quite  dead.  His  head 
had  been  cruelly  battered  in  Avith  the  poker,  but  there 
was  evidence  of  there  having  been  a  struggle,  and  he 
had  fought  hard  for  his  life.  Two  of  his  fingers  were 
broken,  as  though  they  had  been  struck  Aviththe  poker, 
and  his  arms  and  shoulders  were  shockingly  bruised  ; 
the  forearm  of  both  arms,  from  the  wrists  to  the  elbows, 
was  a  mass  of  cuts  and  gashes,  as  though  he  put  his 
arms  up  to  protect  his  head  from  the  murderous  assault 
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of  his  assailant.  From  ransacked  drawers  and  boxes, 
and  from  money  being  found  scattered  about  the  floor, 
it  was  clear  that  robbery  had  been  tbe  motive  of  tbe 
crime. 

No  time  was  lost  by  the  police  in  trying  to  get  some 
clue  to  the  murderer,  but  as  not  a  trace  had  been  got 
by  the  day  after  Christmas  Day,  I  was  sent  for  and 
requested  to  take  the  matter  up. 

On  going  down  to  the  scene  of  the  crime  I  found  the 
neighbourhood  very  excited,  and  people  said  that  a 
curse  had  rested  on  the  house  ever  since  the  first  crime 
at  the  beginning  of  the  century.  It  certainly  seemed 
to  me,  as  I  learnt  his  story,  that  Mr.  Pritchard  had 
been  pursued  with  ill-luck  during  his  tenancy  of  the 
place,  and  now  he,  in  his  turn,  had  fallen  a  victim  to  an 
assassin.  There  was  a  generally  expressed  opinion  that 
the  criminal  was  a  tramp,  who  had  been  loafing  about 
Edmonton  for  some  days,  and  had  then  disappeared. 
I  traced  this  man  to  London  and  arrested  him,  but  he 
brought  forward  the  most  unmistakable  evidence  that 
he  was  in  London  on  Christmas  Eve  and  the  whole  of 
the  day. 

A  careful  examination  of  Willow  End  led  me  to  the 
opinion  that  the  murderer  had  effected  an  entrance  by 
a  scullery  Avindow,  and  had  then  made  his  exit  by  the 
passage  door,  which  in  his  excitement  he  neglected  to 
close.  There  were  marks  of  blood  all  along  the  passage, 
and  also  on  the  door,  thereby  clearly  proving  that  he 
had  gone  out  that  way.  Old  Peggy's  story  I  confirmed 
in  every  particular,  and  then  I  turned  my  attention  to 
Mrs.  Martin,  who  had  been  at  home  all  the  Christmas 
Eve.  I  found  that  she  was  very  excited  about  the 
crime,  and  when  I  asked  her  if  she  had  heard  anybody 
moving  about  on  Christinas  Eve,  she  said  she  had  not ; 
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but  she  had  seen  something  which  had  terrified  her,  and 
the  story  she  told  I  give  in  her  own  words. 

"  My  man  bad  been  drinking  for  two  or  three  days, 
and  on  the  day  afore  Christmas  he  went  off  in  the  after- 
noon about  two  o'clock  to  London  to  see  a  brother-in- 
law  to  try  and  borrow  a  sovereign.  He  promised  me 
on  his  oath  he  would  be  back  by  eight  o'clock,  and  bring 
some  beef  and  other  things  for  our  Christmas  dinner. 
He  didn't  turn  up  at  eight  o'clock,  and  at  half-past 
eight  I  began  to  get  kind  o'  uneasy,  and  I  kept  a-going 
to  the  gate  to  see  if  he  was  a-coming,  and  I  wont  in  and 
out  up  to  half-past  nine.  Then  looking  towards  Mr. 
Pritchard's  house  I  seed  something  that  made  me  feel 
all  of  a  shake  like.  I  had  a  full  view  of  Mr.  Pritchard's 
sitting-room  from  my  little  garden.  The  white  blind 
was  drawn  down  at  the  window,  and  I  had  seen  the 
light  there  all  the  evening.  Suddenly  two  shadders 
appeared  on  the  blind,  and  it  seemed  to  me  like  two 
men  a-fighting,  and  one  had  what  seemed  like  a  stick  in 
his  hand,  and  he  was  a-striking  of  the  other.  The  one 
as  was  a-being  struck  was  Mr.  Pritchard,  because  I 
recognized  his  bald  head.  But  the  other  man  had  a 
great  lot  of  hair  about  his  head,  and  a  beard.  I  felt 
like  as  if  I  was  a-going  to  faint,  for  I  saw  the  big  man 
with  the  beard  lift  up  the  stick  and  hit  the  other  man 
011  the  head,  and  he  fell  down.  I  felt  sure  something 
dreadful  was  a-happening,  and  I  ran  down  the  lane  to 
my  neighbour,  Mrs.  Schofield,  but  she  and  her  husband 
were  out,  and  the  house  was  shut  up.  I  went  to  Mrs. 
Poberts',  who  lives  across  the  field  there  about  half  a 
mile  off,  but  she  was  out  too,  and  there  was  only  her 
little  girl  Edith  in,  who  was  a-minding  of  the  baby,  and 
she  said  her  mother  had  gone  to  Edmonton  to  buy  the 
Chiistmas  dinner.       Soon  after  I  got  back  to  my  own 
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place  I  heard  old  Peggy  a-screaming,  and  when  they 
brought  her  here  and  told  me  about  the  murder  I  was 
took  that  badly  that  I  had  to  go  to  my  bed." 

"  Your  husband  had  not  returned  then  ?  " 

"  No,  he  did  not  come  back  till  late  on  Christmas 
night.  He'd  been  a-drinking  heavily,  and  has  been  in 
bed  ever  since." 

The  importance  of  Mrs.  Martin's  evidence  will  be 
manifest,  inasmuch  as  she  was  able  to  describe  the 
murderer  as  having  a  beard  and  a  great  lot  of  hair 
about  his  head.  Mr.  Pritchard  was  in  the  habit  of 
using  a  reading-lamp  which  stood  on  a  table  against 
the  wall  immediately  opposite  the  window.  And  I 
found  by  actual  experiment  that  a  figure  passing 
between  the  light  and  the  window  would  be  silhouetted 
on  the  blind,  and  a  portrait  in  outline  would  thus  be 
seen  by  any  one  standing  where  Mrs.  Martin  had 
stood.  I  also  found  that  it  was  quite  easy  to  dis- 
tinguish the  figure  of  any  one  with  whom  you  were 
familiar  on  their  passing  slowly  between  the  light  and 
the  blind.  This  led  me  to  question  the  woman  closely 
as  to  whether  the  shadow  on  the  blind  of  the  man  with 
the  beard  did  not  suggest  some  one  she  might  have  seen 
before.  But  she  was  persistent  in  declaring  that  it  did 
not. 

My  idea  in  so  questioning  her  was  that  the  criminal 
might  have  been  one  of  the  loafers  about  the  neigh- 
bourhood who  was  well  acquainted  with  old  Mr. 
Pritchard's  habits,  and  was  fully  aware  that  he  was 
alone  on  that  night,  and  that  Mrs.  Martin  might  be 
familiar  enough  with  him  to  have  recognized  his 
shadow  on  the  blind.  However,  she  averred  that  she 
had  not  the  faintest  idea  who  it  was  ;  and  so  with  that 
very  misty  clue  of  a  man  with  a  beard  and  a  shock 


THE   SHADOW   ON   THE   BLIND.  181 

head  of  hair,  I  set  to  work  to  try  and  unravel  the 
mystery  and  bring  the  slayer  of  poor  Mr.  Pritchard  to 
justice. 

The  more  I  investigated  the  affair,  the  more  I 
became  convinced  that  the  criminal  was  no  stranger 
either  to  the  place  or  to  Mr.  Pritchard's  habits.  Ono 
thing  that  led  me  to  this  conclusion  was  the  following 
fact.  In  the  room  where  the  crime  was  committed  was 
a  cupboard  that  extended  from  the  floor  to  the  ceiling. 
On  the  lower  shelves  of  this  cupboard  were  books, 
magazines,  and  newspapers ;  but  on  the  top  shelf  there 
were  some  broken  ornaments  stowed  away,  and  old 
Peggy  stated  that  on  that  shelf  Mr.  Pritchard  always 
kept  a  cigar-box,  in  which  he  put  money,  and  some- 
times he  had  a  considerable  sum  there.  On  the  night 
of  the  murder  he  took  the  box  down  in  order  to  give 
his  housekeeper  a  five-pound  note  out  of  it  for  her 
marketing,  and  Peggy  avowed  that  there  were  several 
notes  and  some  gold  left  in  the  box,  and  she  saw  him 
put  the  box  back.  Before  the  shelf  could  be  reached 
it  was  necessary  to  stand  on  a  chair,  and  when  the 
police  arrived  they  found  a  chair  standing  there,  and 
the  empty  cigar-box  was  on  the  floor.  Now,  it  was 
clear  from  this  that  the  criminal  was  fully  acquainted 
with  his  victim's  peculiarity  of  keeping  money  in  a 
cigar-box,  which  stood  on  the  top  shelf  of  the  sitting- 
room  cupboard.  It  was  opposed  to  common  sense  to 
suppose  that  an  utter  stranger  would  have  alighted  on 
that  box  by  mere  chance.  On  opening  the  cupboard 
doors  he  would  have  seen  nothing  but  books,  and  by 
stepping  back  a  little  he  would  have  got  a  view  of  some 
broken  china  ornaments  which  were  stowed  away  on 
the  top  shelf.  But  even  assuming  he  had  got  a 
glimpse  of  the  cigar-box,  what  could  have  led  him  to 
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the  knowledge  that  it  contained  money  P  There  was 
the  possibility  that  he  might  have  thought  it  contained 
cigars,  and  had  get  up  to  examine  it ;  but  it  appeared 
to  me  such  a  far-fetched  theory,  that  a  man  who  had 
just  committed  a  most  brutal  murder  and  was  reeking 
with  the  blood  of  his  victim  would  have  thought  only 
of  cigars,  that  I  dismissed  it  as  untenable.  No  ;  I  was 
intuitively  certain  that  whoever  the  man  with  the 
beard  and  shock  head  of  hair  was,  he  was  well 
acquainted  with  Mr.  Pritchard  and  his  habits,  and  so 
was  able  to  go  direct  to  the  cupboard  and  reach  down 
the  box.  That  there  had  been  a  struggle  between  the 
murderer  and  his  victim  was  perfectly  evident  from 
the  way  the  furnihire  was  overturned  and  scattered 
about ;  so  that  it  was  clear  Mr.  Pritchard  had  tried  to 
defend  himself,  and  it  was  probable  he  had  in  his 
dying  agony  endeavoured  to  keep  his  assailant  from 
the  cupboard. 

Of  cours3  I  did  not  close  my  eyes  to  the  possibility 
that  old  Peggy  might  have  been  an  accessory  to  the 
crime,  but  I  could  not  discover  the  shadow  of  a  shade 
of  anything  that  would  have  justified  suspicion  being 
harboured  against  her.  In  fact,  she  was  so  prostrated 
with  grief  and  the  shock  she  had  suffered,  that  she  was 
dangerously  ill,  and  her  life  was  despaired  of.  The 
condition  she  was  in,  therefore,  prevented  my  question- 
ing her  ;  but  every  one  agreed  that  she  was  very  greatly 
attached  to  her  master,  and  had  been  a  most  faithful 
and  devoted  servant  to  him. 

So  far,  then,  and  up  to  this  point,  we  had  no  clue  to 
the  murderer,  beyond  the  vague  one  that  he  had  a 
shock  head  of  hair  and  beard.  That  was  a  description 
that  would  have  applied  to  thousands  of  men  ;  therefore, 
per  se,  it  was  not  of  much  value  in  an  ordinary  sense. 
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Both  the  local  and  London  police  were  strongly  of 
opinion  that  the  crime  had  been  committed  by  some 
passing  vagrant,  who  had  discovered  by  chance  that  old 
Mr.  Pritchard  was  alone  ;  and  acting  on  this  idea, 
numerous  arrests  were  made  of  homeless  vagabonds,  but 
with  no  other  result  than  that  the  fellows  had  to  be 
discharged  again.  Let  me  say  at  once  that  I  did  not 
share  the  opinion  of  the  police.  My  view  was  that  the 
murderer  would  be  found  nearer  the  scene  of  the  crime, 
and  I  endeavoured  to  learn  something  of  the  movements 
of  the  doubtful  characters  who  dwelt  in  Edmonton  and 
its  neighbourhood.  But  there  was  no  one  I  could 
select  as  being  the  probable  criminal,  and  fears  were 
expressed  that  the  crime  would  have  to  be  numbered 
amongst  the  long  list  of  unrecorded  ones  which  have 
from  time  to  time  been  perpetrated  in  London  and  its 
neighbourhood.  I  must  confess,  however,  that  I  did 
not  think  so  myself.  Whether  this  arose  from  an  over- 
sanguine  disposition  or  not,  I  cannot  say.  My  own 
impression  was  indeed,  that  I  had  an  instinctive  feeling 
I  should  run  the  criminal  down,  though  I  confess  that 
at  the  moment  there  was  nothing  to  encourage  hope, 
and  every  day  that  passed  served  to  favour  the  fellow's 
chances  of  escape. 

A  fortnight  passed,  when  one  day  I  went  down  to 
Mrs.  Martin's  cottage,  as  I  wanted  to  put  one  or  two 
questions  to  her.  As  I  approached,  her  husband  was 
standing  at  the  little  wicket  gate  that  led  into  the  tiny 
garden,  smoking  a  pipe.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had 
seen  him,  and  I  was  struck,  even  startled,  by  his 
appearance.  He  looked  wretchedly  ill  and  haggard, 
and  his  face  was  as  unprepossessing  a  one  as  I  had  seen 
for  a  long  time.  He  was  a  big,  hulking  fellow,  with 
round  shoulders    and   a   bull-like    neck.       His   whole 
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appearance  was  suggestive  of  the  lazy  sot  who  pre- 
ferred the  public-house  to  honest  labour.  But  it 
was  not  these  things  that  startled  me.  It  was 
his  shock  head  of  hair  and  beard,  which  so  far 
answered  the  meagre  description  we  had  been  able 
to  get  of  the  murderer  as  he  was  shadowed  on  the 
blind.  Then  it  flashed  across  my  mind  that  this  fellow 
might  be  the  very  man  I  had  been  anxiously  searching 
for.  I  kept  my  thoughts,  however,  to  myself,  but 
entering  into  conversation  with  him,  I  found  that  he 
was  of  a  sullen,  morose  disposition,  with  restless, 
cunning-looking  eyes. 

The  more  I  talked  to  him,  the  more  the  idea  grew 
ivpon  me  that  he  might  be  the  murderer,  and  I  resolved 
to  ascertain  what  his  movements  were  on  Christmas 
Eve;  and  I  began  this  by  putting  a  few  preliminary 
questions  to  him,  though  I  endeavoured  to  so  frame 
them  as  not  to  arouse  his  fears,  if  he  really  was  the 
criminal. 

"You  were  away  on  Christmas  Eve?"  I  observed 
casually. 

"Yes,"  he  answered  brusquely. 

"  It's  a  pity  ;  for  had  you  been  here  you  might  have 
got  some  trace  of  the  murderer,"  I  remarked. 

"  I  might  and  I  might  not,"  was  his  answer. 

"  Were  you  with  friends  on  the  night  of  the  crime?" 

"  Well,  the  fact  is,  I  was  on  the  spurt." 

"  In  Edmonton  ?  " 

"  No.     In  London." 

"  What  part  of  London  were  you  in  ?  " 

He  looked  at  me  savagely  as  I  asked  this  question, 
and  growled — 

"  Well,  governor,  I  don't  know  as  it's  your  business 
to  question  me  like  that." 


THE  SHADOW  ON   THE  BLIND.  185 

"  Perhaps  you  don't  know,"  I  said ;  "  but  still,  if  you 
have  nothing  to  conceal,  you  will  tell  me  exactly  where 
you  were  on  Christmas  Eve." 

He  fairly  glared  at  me  now,  and  said  savagely — 

"  Do  you  think  it  was  me  as  done  the  job  ?  " 

"  John  Martin,"  I  answered  sternly,  "  the  shadow 
of  the  man  who  committed  the  murder  was  thrown 
upon  the  window-blind  as  he  struggled  with  his 
victim  between  the  light  and  the  blind.  That  shadow 
revealed  a  man  with  a  shock  head  of  hair  and  a  beard ; 
and  though  I  may  be  wrong,  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
saying  I  suspect  you,  for  you  were  well  acquainted  with 
Mr.  Pritchard,  knew  where  he  kept  his  money,  and  was 
the  most  likely  person  to  be  aware  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  alone  on  Christmas  Eve." 

He  turned  deathly  pale  as  I  spoke,  and  the  short  clay 
pipe  he  was  smoking  fell  to  the  ground  and  was  broken 
on  the  gravel. 

"  I  tell  you  I  was  in  London  on  that  night,"  he 
growled  between  his  set  teeth. 

"Possibly  you  were,"  I  said,  "but  I  shall  arrest  you 
and  give  you  the  chance  of  proving  your  statement." 

He  glanced  nervously  round  as  though  contemplating 
flight,  but  before  he  could  recover  his  presence  of  mind 
I  had  whipped  the  handcuffs  on  him.  And  then  he 
stood  like  one  who  was  dumfoundered  and  paralysed. 
His  wife  came  running  out,  but  it  did  not  strike  me 
that  she  was  much  surprised  when  she  realized  the 
situation ;  though  she  exclaimed  with  pathetic 
earnestness — 

"  Oh,  Jack,  Grod  in  heaven  grant  that  you  bain't  the 
murderer  of  poor  old  Pritchard,  who  was  so  good  to  us  !  " 

He  made  no  reply,  but  burst  into  tears  ;  and  some- 
how I  could  not  help  thinking  that  I  had  laid  the 
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criminal  by  the  heels  at  last.  He  offered  no  opposition 
to  going  with  me,  and  I  duly  lodged  him  in  Brentford 
Gaol.  As  the  magisterial  inquiry  proceeded,  it  became 
pretty  evident  that  we  had  got  hold  of  the  right  man ; 
and  by  questioning  his  wife,  I  learnt  that  the  suit  of 
clothes  he  had  worn  when  he  went  away  the  day  before 
Christmas  she  had  sot  seen  since,  and  that  to  her 
surprise  he  came  home  with  a  suit  of  new  moleskin. 
Link  by  link  a  chain  of  circumstantial  evidence  was 
woven  around  him,  and  he  could  not  bring  forward  the 
slightest  proof  that  he  was  in  London  on  Christmas 
Eve.  In  due  course  he  was  committed  to  the  Sessions 
for  trial,  and,  after  a  long  and  patient  investigation, 
the  jury  returned  a  verdict  of  guilty  against  him,  and 
he  was  sentenced  to  death.  He  persisted  in  asserting 
his  innocence,  and  there  were  plenty  of  fussy  people 
who  professed  to  believe  him,  with  the  result  that  the 
papers  were  flooded  with  letters.  But,  unfortunately 
for  these  sentimentalists,  the  day  before  his  execution 
the  condemned  man  made  a  full  confession  of  his 
guilt.  According  to  this  confession,  he  deliberately 
planned  the  murder  some  time  beforehand,  even  to  the 
purchasing  of  a  new  suit  of  moleskin,  which  he  hid  in 
a  disused  stable  belonging  to  Mr.  Pritchard.  He  knew 
that  old  Peggy  was  going  to  Brentford  on  the  night  of 
the  crime,  and  he  hung  about  until  he  saw  her  depart. 
Soon  afterwards  he  obtained  an  entrance  by  the 
scullery  window,  and  crept  into  the  room  where  Mr. 
Pritchard  was  reading,  for  he  knew  that  the 
unfortunate  gentleman  kept  a  considerable  sum  of 
money  in  the  cigar-box  in  the  cupboard,  and  he 
resolved  to  have  it.  He  tried  to  strangle  his  victim, 
but  he  struggled  so  desperately  that  he  silenced  him  at 
last  with  the  poker.     Having  secured  the  money,  he 
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hid  it  in  old  drain  in  the  stable,  and,  putting  on  the  new 
suit  of  clothes,  he  stowed  the  old  one  away  in  the  hay- 
loft. His  intention  was,  as  soon  as  the  excitement  had 
died  down,  to  secure  the  money,  of  which  there  was 
over  a  hundred  pounds,  and  go  out  to  America.  He  con- 
sidered that  the  whole  tragic  drama  had  been  so  admir- 
ably plotted  and  worked  out  that  suspicion  would  never 
fall  upon  him.  Nor  would  it  have  done  so  in  all 
probability,  had  it  not  been  for  that  fatal  shadow  on  the 
blind 
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The  title  I  have  chosen  to  indicate  this  sketch  may 
seem  to  savour  too  much  of  the  sensational ;  but  it 
occurs  to  me  that  it  is  singularly  apropos  to  the  story  I 
have  to  tell,  which  illustrates  in  a  very  painful  manner 
certain  peculiar  phases  of  human  nature  that  are  well 
calculated  to  set  the  student  pondering.  There  are 
very  many  complex  problems  in  connection  with  our 
poor  selves  that  may  well  puzzle  us,  and  cause  us  at 
times  to  bow  down  and  cry,  How  comes  it  that  such 
things  can  be  ? 

I  propose  to  tell  here  a  plain,  unvarnished  tale  of  the 
career  of  a  young  man,  which,  beginning  in  brightness 
and  joy,  closed  in  darkness  and  shame.  The  only 
fiction  in  the  whole  narrative  is  the  names,  which,  for 
the  sake  of  the  members  of  the  family  still  living,  I 
have  used  in  place  of  the  real  ones. 

The  scene  opens  in  a  charming  little  village  in 
the  West  of  England — one  of  those  restful  arcadian 
villages  where  it  seems  to  outsiders  as  if  naught  but 
primitive  innocence  exists,  and  wickedness  can  find  no 
abiding  place.  But,  alas!  wherever  man  dwell eth there 
also  dwelleth  sin,  for  the  inclination  for  evil-doing  is 
inherent  in  the  human  heart.  I  will  call  this  village 
Eosedell ;  a  by  no  means  inappropriate  name,  for  roses 
flourished  there  amazingly,  and  there  was  hardly  a 
house  or  cottage  in  the  whole  place  that  was  not  in  the 
season  a  perfect  picture  with  the  roses  that  climbed  to 


THE  HANGMAN'S  PREY.  189 

the  very  roof.  The  village  was  enclosed  by  a  low  range 
of  hills,  which  rendered  the  climate  mild  and  genial. 
The  nearest  railway  station  was  two  and  a  half  miles 
away,  and  the  nearest  town  four  miles.  The  inhabi- 
tants of  Rosedell  were  to  a  man  almost  agriculturists. 
There  were,  of  course,  a  few  exceptions.  The  rector,  for 
instance,  the  humble  shopkeepers,  and  the  solicitor;  but 
even  these  people  were  interested  in  the  cultivation  of 
the  land  or  the  cultivation  of  something ;  and  there  was 
not  a  person  from  the  rector  downwards  but  could  judge 
a  cow,  a  sheep,  a  horse,  or  a  hog  by  their  points,  and 
the  one  prevailing  subject  of  conversation  was  the  crops, 
the  weather,  and  how  the  orchards  were  looking,  for 
Rosedell  had  quite  a  reputation  for  its  fruit. 

The  lawyer  was  Sydney  Chernside,  Esq.,  who  had 
succeeded  his  grandfather  and  father  in  the  business, 
and  for  three  generations  the  family  had  managed  to 
thrive  and  fatten  on  the  innate  litigiousness  of  their 
fellows,  their  practice  not  being  confined  to  the  village, 
but  extending  for  many  miles  around,  for  they  had 
earned  the  reputation  of  being  "  a  highly  respectable 
firm    of  country     lawyers."     Sydney  Chernside,   who 
succeeded  to  a  very  comfortable  inheritance  when  his 
father  shuffled  off  the  mortal  coil,  was  a  steady-going, 
methodical  young  man,    who   prided   himself   on   his 
respectability,  and  was  on  a  footing  of  intimacy  with 
most  of  the  county  families.     In  due  course  he  married 
the  Squire's  youngest   daughter,  who,    being   exceed- 
ingly pretty,  had   been   regarded   as   somewhat   of   a 
heartless  flirt ;    and  certain  of  the  village  croakers  had 
predicted  that  "  she  be  that  flighty  she  be,  that  she 
bain't  a-going  to  do  much  good  for  hersen."      There- 
fore much  surprise  was  expressed  when  it  became  known 
that  she  was  to  marry  the  staid-going  and  decidedly 
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domesticated  Mr.  Sydney  Cliernside.  As  is  often  the 
case,  however,  the  village  flirt  settled  down  into  a  very 
devoted  and  attentive  wife,  and  in  due  course  she  pre- 
sented her  husband  with  a  son,  who  first  saw  the  light 
on  a  brilliant  June  morning,  when  all  the  air  of  Rose- 
dell  was  heavy  with  the  fragrance  of  flowers  and 
drowsy  with  the  hum  of  bees.  The  bells  of  the  old 
ivy- covered  church  were  set  ringing  to  announce  the 
event,  and  on  the  happy  mother  and  father  poured  in 
congratidations  from  all  sides.  Other  children  came  in 
due  course  to  bless  the  union,  as  people  say,  forgetting 
that  not  unfrequently  children  prove  a  curse  instead  of 
a  blessing.  There  was  a  second  son  born,  but  he  died 
a  few  months  later.  The  rest  of  the  family  consisted 
of  four  girls. 

"When  Mr.  Chernside  had  been  married  but  seven 
years  he  met  with  an  accident  that  proved  fatal.  He 
was  thrown  out  of  his  gig  one  night  when  driving  home 
from  the  railway  station.  He  alighted  on  his  head,  con- 
cussion of  the  brain  ensued,  and  he  died  in  twelve  hours, 
without  recovering  consciousness.  The  young  widow 
was  thus  left  with  a  numerous  family  to  bring  up,  the 
youngest  an  infant,  the  eldest  just  six  years  old.  It  was 
necessary  to  abandon  the  business,  which  was  taken 
over  by  a  firm  of  lawyers  in  practice  in  the  county 
town.  But  Mrs.  Chernside  was  left  fairly  well  off,  and 
as  she  had  expectations  of  something  handsome  when 
her  father  died,  she  was  regarded  as  "  a  good  catch " 
for  some  one,  in  spite  of  the  family,  and  eighteen  months 
after  her  husband's  death  the  somebody  came  along  in 
the  person  of  one  Henry  Arkwright,  who  was  a  widower 
without  children.  He  had  been  in  business  in  the  town 
as  a  carriage  builder,  and  had  retired  with  a  comfort- 
able   income ;    but    he    bore    the    character    of    being 
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unsteady,  and  too  fond  of  convivial  society.  It 
soon  became  evident  that  he  took  no  interest  in  his 
stepchildren,  who  were  entirely  dependent  on  their 
mother  for  their  bringing  up. 

Her  only  son,  John  Henry  Chernside,  was  her  idol, 
and  everybody  said  that  she  was  not  only  spoiling  him, 
but  ruining  him.  Certainly,  as  he  grew  in  years  he 
became  a  wild,  intractable  lad,  who  was  regarded  by 
the  whole  village  with  something  that  amounted  almost 
to  positive  aversion.  And  it  was  also  an  open  secret 
that  his  stepfather  detested  him.  But  Mrs.  Arkwright, 
with  a  mother's  fondness  and  infatuation,  was  blind  to 
the  boy's  faults,  and  considered  that  every  one  was 
stupidly  prejudiced  against  him,  and  he  became  a  source 
of  constant  friction  between  herself  and  her  husband. 
So  notorious  did  he  make  himself,  that  more  than  one 
ancient  beldame  of  the  village  predicted  that  he  would 
come  to  a  bad  end. 

Up  to  ihe  time  that  he  was  about  fourteen  he  was 
educated  at  liome.  Then  he  had  become  so  wayward 
by  being  petted  and  indulged  by  his  mother  that  he  was 
sent  to  a  public  school  near  London,  which  was  noted 
for  its  strict  discipline.  To  what  extent  the  discipline 
benefited  him  it  is  difficult  to  say.  But  in  the  process  of 
time  he  went  to  college  ;  it  being  his  mother's  wish  that 
he  should  ultimately  study  law  and  become  a  barrister, 
and  she  dreamed  of  the  day  when  he  would  be  a  judge 
of  high  renown.  Unhappily  for  her  dreams,  however, 
young  Chernside  had  a  taint  in  his  nature  which  was 
destined  to  blast  his  career  and  poison  his  life. 

His  career  at  college  was,  to  put  it  in  a  mild  form, 
shameful,  and  it  ended  in  his  being  expelled.  For  some 
time  before  this  he  had  endeavoured  to  pay  his 
addresses   to  Mary,    the   daughter  of  the  Rev.  Joseph 
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Woolley,  Rector  of  Rosedell.  But,  as  was  only  natural 
her  parents  forbade  her  holding  any  communication 
with  him.  They  said  thai  if  ultimately  he  showed  signs 
of  improvement  they  might  consent  to  the  courtship,  if 
they  deemed  it  to  their  child's  happiness,  but  in  the 
meantime  they  commanded  her  to  shun  him.  How  she 
respected  that  command  will  presently  be  seen. 

As  Mr.  Arkwright  refused  to  recognize  his  stepson, 
or  be  reconciled  to  him  in  any  way,  he  told  his  wife  he 
would  leave  her  if  she  insisted  on  having  the  boy  home. 
In  spite  of  this  threat,  however,  which  no  doubt  would 
have  been  carried  out,  she  would  have  taken  her  erring 
son  to  her  maternal  bosom,  for  she  still  believed  that  he 
was  cruelly  sinned  against,  and  that  if  he  was  a  sinner 
himself  he  was  an  innocent  one.     But  he  unquestionably 
saved  her  some  trouble  for  the  time  being  by  taking 
himself  off  to  sea.     He  continued  absent  for  a  period  of 
nearly  four  years,  and  this  part  of  his  career  remains 
obscure.     But  what  is  clear  is  that  he  suffered  a  term  of 
imprisonment  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  for  violently 
assaulting   a   shipmate.      He   returned   home   at   last, 
and  his   mother  welcomed  him   with  open   arms,  for 
her   second   husband   had   been    dead  a  twelvemonth. 
John  Henry  did  not  remain  at  home  very  long,  but 
long  enough  to   renew   his   acquaintance  with  pretty 
Mary    Woolley,    with   whom,    as    was    subsequently 
proved,  he  had  kept  up  a  correspondence.      Her  father, 
discovering  that  she  was  still  under  the  fascination  of 
young  Chernside,  sent  her  to  the  Isle  of  Man,  to  an 
uncle,  who  was  charged  to  keep  a  strict  watch  over 
her.     Then  John  Henry  went  off   and   enlisted  in  a 
cavalry   regiment,    and   accompanied  his  regiment   to 
India.     Soon  after  his  arrival  he  was  flogged  for  some 
gross   breach    of    military    discipline,    for    which   no 
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extenuating  circumstances  could  be  found.  During 
the  passage  out  from  England  he  had  shown  such  a 
mutinous  and  refractory  spirit  that  he  had  been  con- 
fined in  a  cell  the  greater  part  of  the  time,  and  it  was 
determined  that  he  should  be  taught  obedience,  if  that 
were  possible.  Although  the  flogging  seemed  to  have 
curbed  him  for  a  time,  and  he  became  more  amenable  to 
reason,  he  took  an  early  opportunity  of  deserting,  and 
what  he  did  during  the  ensuing  two  or  three  years  is  not 
known,  and  never  will  be  known  now  By  that  time 
Mary  Woolley  had  grown  into  a  really  handsome  young 
woman,  but  had  developed  a  perversity  and  waywardness 
of  disposition  that  was  well  calculated  to  cause  her 
parents  grave  anxiety.  In  spite  of  the  careful  way  in 
which  she  had  been  nurtured  and  trained,  she  showed 
a  disregard  for  her  father's  and  mother's  wishes  until 
the  matter  became  a  village  scandal,  and  at  length  she 
suddenly  disappeared,  and  no  one  could  tell  whither 
she  had  gone.  It  was  a  terrible  blow  to  those  who 
loved  her,  and  the  sympathy  of  the  entire  village  was 
with  them.  For  a  time  wounded  pride  and  a  sense  of 
shame  almost  bowed  them  into  the  dust ;  but  they  rose 
at  last,  and,  hiding  their  wounded  hearts  from  the 
world,  they  resolved  that  their  erring  daughter's  name 
should  henceforth  be  as  a  dead  letter  to  them.  Mrs. 
Arkwright  had  at  this  period  removed  and  gone  to  live 
at  Plymouth,  and  all  her  connections  with  Eosedell 
were  severed,  and  her  scapegrace  son  ceased  to  be 
remembered ;  for  Eosedell,  small  as  it  was,  had  its  own 
affairs  to  attend  to,  and  the  world  could  not  stand  still 
because  John  Henry  Chernside  bad  turned  out  a  vaga- 
bond, and  disgraced  the  long-honoured  name ;  and  Mary 
Woolley,  the  rector's  favourite  daughter,  had  run  away 
from  her  home.     Although  there  was  no  direct  evidence 
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of  it,  people  shrewdly  suspected  that  she  had  been 
induced  to  leave  her  home  by  the  machinations  of  John 
Henry. 

Ten  years  passed,  and  brought  many  changes  to  the 
sweet  village  of  Rosedell.  The  good  rector  died,  and 
it  is  recorded  that  on  his  deathbed  his  one  prayer  was 
to  see  his  erring  daughter  again.  But  the  prayer  was 
not  granted.  He  was  borne  to  his  last  resting-place 
under  the  old  yews  in  the  churchyard,  where  he  had  so 
often  walked  and  meditated.  Then  his  family  removed, 
his  place  was  taken  by  a  new  rector,  and  Rosedell 
ceased  to  mourn.  Many  of  the  old  villagers  had  also 
passed  away.  A  new  generation  had  sprung  up,  and 
amongst  them  the  story  of  wicked  John  Henry  Chernside 
and  pretty  but  weak  Mary  Woolley,  the  rector's 
daughter,  was  but  as  a  dim  tradition. 

The  scene  shifts  now  to  a  squalid  quarter  of  Hackney, 
London.  In  a  dismal,  gloomy-looking  house,  situated 
in  a  dismal  gloomy-looking  street,  a  man  and  woman — 
supposed  to  be  man  and  wife — occupy  two  rooms.  They 
are  known  as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Shadwell.  They  are 
both  given  to  drink,  the  woman  being  even  worse  than 
the  man,  although  there  is  little  to  choose  between 
them.  He  earns  a  very  precarious  living  by  copying 
for  a  firm  of  city  lawyers,  but  his  miserable  wages  are 
mainly  spent  in  drink,  and  between  him  and  his  wife 
there  is  incessant  wrangling.  He  brutally  ill-uses  her, 
and  frequently  she  is  covered  with  bruises,  her  eyes  black- 
ened, her  face  cut.  This  sort  of  thing,  however,  is  part 
and  parcel  of  the  every-day  life  of  the  neighbourhood. 
In  the  great  and  Christian  city  of  London,  with  its 
teeming  wealth  and  grandeur,  there  are  slums  and  by- 
ways inhabited  by  human  beings  so  degraded,  so 
brutalized,  that  we  may  well  ask  whether  we  are  any 
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more  civilized  in  this  the  nineteenth  century  than  were 
our  ancestors  who  flourished  in  the  mediseval  ages. 

One  night — it  was  a  Saturday  night — Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Shadwell  were  heard  to  be  quarrelling  fiercely. 
Occasionally  the  woman  shrieked,  but  the  man's  oaths 
resounded  above  her  cries.  None  of  the  other  occupants 
of  the  hovel,  however,  thought  of  interfering.  Quarrels, 
oaths,  and  shrieks  were  peculiar  to  the  neighbourhood, 
and  familiarity  breeds  contempt.  At  length  a  heavy 
thud  was  heard  on  the  Shadwells'  floor,  and  an  old  bed- 
ridden man,  who  was  in  the  room  beneath,  remarked 
that — 

"  Shadwell  is  a-bashing  his  wife  about  again,  and  if 
somebody  doesn't  go  up,  there'll  be  muider  done." 
Nobody  deemed  it  his  business,  however,  to  go  up,  and 
at  length  the  night  grew  silent,  and  slowly  passed  away 
into  the  great  abyss  of  time.  The  Sabbath  dawned  on 
London,  and  the  bells  called  people  to  worship  Cod,  and 
from  many  a  pulpit  was  preached  the  beautiful  doctrine 
that  Christ  died  to  save  sinners.  When  noon  had  come 
and  gone,  an  old  woman,  a  fellow-lodger  in  the  house 
occupied  by  Shadwell  and  his  wife,  out  of  the  charity 
of  her  heart,  took  a  cup  of  tea  up  to  the  Shadwells'  room, 
intending  it  for  Mrs.  Shadwell.  She  knocked  at  the 
door,  but  got  no  answer  ;  then  knocked  again  utid  again, 
but  still  no  answer;  nor  would  she  ever  have  got  one 
unless  the  dead  could  speak.  So  at  last  she  opened  the 
door  and  went  in.  Then  she  let  the  cup  of  tea  fall 
from  her  hand  to  the  floor,  and  she  fled,  shrieking 
"  Murder."  And  murder  it  was,  for  poor  Mrs.  Shadwell 
had  been  battered  and  hacked  to  pieces  with  a  poker 
and  bottle,  and  she  was  lying  there,  a  ghastly  and 
pitiable  sight,  beyond  all  human  aid,  and  freed  from 
the  burden  and  pain  of  life.     And,  since  Christ  died  for 
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sinners,  might  not  one  charitably  hope  that  this  poor 
creature  who  had  been  so  foully  done  to  death  was  met 
at  the  gates  of  Paradise  by  pitying  angels  who  wept  her 
sins  away  ? 

But  where  was  her  murderer  ? — for  murdered  she  had 
been  beyond  the  shadow  of  adoubt.  Andthe  murderer — 
was  it  not  equally  certain  ? — was  her  husband.  Other- 
wise, why  had  he  fled  ?  The  hue  and  cry  was  raised, 
and  the  hunt  begun.  It  became  my  painful  duty  to 
have  to  track  him  down.  He  had  got  a  good  start,  and 
had  he  been  possessed  of  means  he  might  have  got  clear 
off.  But  I  learnt  that  he  was  penniless,  and  a  penniless 
and  starving  fugitive  has  little  hope  and  chance  even  in 
wealthy  Babylon.  But  many  days  passed,  and  he 
was  still  uncaptured.  All  London  was  ringing  with 
the  crime.  Even  the  pampered  West  took  a  languid 
interest  in  it,  owing  to  the  fugitive  being  still  at  large, 
and  because  it  had  leaked  out  that  the  murdered  woman 
had  been  well  connected,  and  was,  in  truth,  the  daughter 
of  a  clergyman  in  the  West  of  England.  She  was, 
indeed,  the  once  pretty  and  gently  nurtured  Mary 
Woolley,  whose  father  had  been  rector  of  Eosedell.  So 
much  did  we  find  out  by  some  old  letters  that  had  been 
treasured  in  a  battered  bos  kept  in  the  room.  And 
those  letters,  so  full  of  good  counsel  and  breathing 
motherly  love,  were  very  painful  reading  in  connection 
with  the  dark  tragedy. 

At  length  I  heard  of  a  hunted,  dirty,  starved-looking 
man  trying  to  obtain  a  berth  in  a  ship  that  was  on  the 
point  of  sailing  from  the  East  India  Docks  for  India.  He 
was  not  accepted,  for  his  looks  were  against  him,  and  I 
was  led  to  believe  from  the  description  that  this  man  was 
the  murderer.  I  succeeded  at  last  in  getting  on  his  track, 
and  brought  him  to  bay  in  a  foul  spot  away  down  the 


THE  HANGMAN'S  PREY.  197 

river,  where  in  a  wide  stretch  of  greasy  ooze  and  reek- 
ing mud,  great  baulks  of  shining  timber  rotted,  appar- 
ently ownerless.  Here  for  over  two  hours,  and  with  a 
desperateness  of  a  hunted  animal,  he  struggled  for  his 
life,  for  he  knew  that  he  had  become  the  hangman's 
prey,  and  that  once  the  fatal  irons  had  engirdled  his 
wrists  all  hope  would  have  gone.  And  even  in  this 
degraded,  abandoned,  crime-staiued  creature  the  love  of 
life  was  strong,  so  that  he  strove  with  the  energy  of 
wild  despair  to  preserve  it.  What  prompted  him  to  do 
so,  save  it  was  a  craven  fear  of  death,  is  a  mystery. 
But  the  fear  of  deatli  is  very  powerful,  even  in  a  wretch 
who  has  suddenly  and  ruthlessly  battered  the  life  out  of 
his  partner.  It  was  not  likely,  however,  that  Shadwell 
could  escape  now  unless  he  did  so  by  drowning  himself 
in  one  of  the  foul  creeks,  where  the  black  shiny  water 
emitted  mephitic  gases,  and  a  speedy  death  might  have 
been  found.  But  he  was  too  great  a  coward  for  that, 
and  at  length  he  fell  into  my  hands,  and  from  that 
moment  his  worthless  life  was  practically  over.  Never 
shall  I  forget  the  expression  of  agony  that  swept  over 
his  face  as  he  found  himself  my  prisoner.  I  soon  saw 
and  gathered  from  his  mode  of  speaking  and  general 
bearing  that  he  had  received  a  good  education,  and  I 
began  to  feel  a  deep  and  painful  interest  in  him. 

As  soon  as  he  was  conveyed  to  the  police-station  he 
abandoned  himself  to  pitiable  despair,  and  in  the 
torture  of  his  mind  he  frequently  moaned  out,  "  Why 
did  I  do  it  ?  why  did  I  do  it  ?  She  maddened  me,  and 
yet  I  loved  her." 

His  guilt  was  too  clear  to  permit  of  the  slightest 
doubt  being  entertained,  and  the  long  course  of  brutality 
he  had  practised  towards  the  unfortunate  woman  shut 
him  off  from  any  sympathy.     He  was  duly  committed 
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for  trial  on  a  charge  of  wilful  murder.  And  when  it 
was  known  down  in  Rosedell  and  the  "West  that  Mary 
Woolley — who  had  never  been  his  wife — was  the  victim, 
people  there  began  to  think  that  Shadwell  could  be  no 
other  than  the  son  of  the  once  prosperous  lawyer, 
Sydney  Chernside.  And  so  it  proved  to  be.  By  the 
time  he  was  brought  up  for  trial,  I  had  gathered  the 
details  of  his  career  as  I  have  given  them  in  the  fore- 
going part  of  this  narrative.  The  trial  did  not  last  long. 
The  only  defence  that  could  possibly  be  set  up  was  that 
the  wretched  man  had  absolutely  lost  his  reason  through 
drink ;  and  his  wild  and  erratic  career  was  cited  as 
evidence  that  he  was  mentally  weak,  and  a  victim  to 
an  uncontrollable  temper.  But  this  argument  carried 
no  weight,  and  he  was  cast  for  death  by  the  unanimous 
verdict  of  the  jury,  while  the  able  judge  who 
tried  him  animadverted  in  very  strong  terms  indeed 
on  the  culprit's  brutal  cod  duct,  and  took  occasion  to 
remark  that  his  whole  life,  as  far  as  it  was  known, 
had  been  a  shame  and  an  outrage  on  God's  handi- 
work. 

The  prisoner  heard  his  sentence  with  a  certain  sullen 
composure,  but  it  was  painfully  evident  to  those  who 
were  in  attendance  on  him  that  he  felt  his  position  with 
the  keenest  of  anguish. 

A  few  days  after  his  condemnation,  a  widow  lady, 
broken  down  with  grief,  applied  for  an  order  to  see  him. 
It  was  his  mother.  But  when  he  was  asked  if  he  would 
see  her,  he  exclaimed — 

"  No.  To  my  mother  I  owe  my  present  position. 
All  my  degradation,  all  my  shame  and  sorrow  and 
sin  are  due  to  the  stupid  indulgence  she  showed  to  me 
when  I  was  a  boy.  Had  she  kept  a  tight  hand  over  me  I 
might  have  been  saved  ;  but  she  was  blind  to  my  follies 
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and  vices,  and  so  they  developed,  and  grew  strong  until 
they  got  beyond  my  own  control." 

Nothing  could  move  him  from  the  position  he  had 
taken  up  until  his  last  day  on  earth,  when  the  chaplain 
had  so  far  worked  upon  his  feelings,  and  softened  his 
nature,  that  he  consented  to  see  his  mother.  It  would 
be  too  harrowing  to  describe  the  painfulness  of  that 
interview.  They  had  not  met  for  years,  and  the  mother 
love  was  still  strong  even  for  the  degraded  murderer. 
When  the  time  came  for  the  final  parting  on  earth,  the 
poor  woman  went  into  violent  hysterics,  and  had  to  be 
removed  by  force. 

When  the  condemned  murderer  first  saw  the  light  in 
his  native  village  of  Eosedell  the  village  bells  rang  out 
a  merry  peal,  but  now,  as  he  walked  painfully,  and  with 
ghastly  white  and  haggered  face,  to  his  shameful  death 
on  the  public  scaffold,  the  bell  of  St.  Sepulchre  tolled 
dismally.  And  as  his  eyes  took  in  the  last  glimpse  of 
earthly  things,  he  caught  sight  of  a  surging  mass  of 
struggling  beings,  who  hailed  his  presence  with  fierce 
cries,  snatches  of  ribald  songs,  and  coarse  oaths.  What 
his  thoughts  were  in  that  supreme  moment  of  unutter- 
able anguish  it  is  difficult  to  say  ;  but  if  he  remembered 
his  misspent  life,  his  utter  disregard  for  honour  and 
truth,  the  cruel  way  in  which  he  led  the  weak  and 
erring  Mary  Woolley  astray,  until  he  battered  her 
crushed  life  out  in  a  London  den,  he  must  have 
admitted  to  himself,  as  the  hangman's  rope  encircled 
his  neck,  that  his  shameful  doom  was  merited. 
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Zimmermann  &  Goldstein  were  German  merchants  in 
London,  and  carried  on  a  large  wholesale  business  in 
Cannon  Street.  They  occupied  the  entire  block  of  one 
of  the  large  warehouses  that  are  to  be  found  in  that 
part  of  London,  and  they  traded  in  all  sorts  of  fancy 
goods,  but  the  principal  branch  of  their  business  was  that 
of  jewellery,  watches,  clocks,  and  precious  stones.  The 
house  had  been  established  a  great  many  years,  and 
bore  a  high  reputation  in  the  commercial  world.  It 
had  originally  been  commenced  in  a  small  way  by 
Mr.  Zimmermann,  but  after  a  time  he  took  a  partner, 
who  subsequently  died,  and  Zimmermann  continued  the 
business,  carrying  it  on  for  many  years  by  himself  ;  but 
as  age  crept  upon  him  and  incapacitated  him  from 
giving  the  attention  to  the  concern  that  it  required,  he 
took  Mr.  Goldstein  in  as  partner.  That  was  about 
twelve  months  before  the  events  occurred  that  I  am 
now  about  to  relate.  Mr.  Goldstein,  who  was  a  native 
of  Frankfort,  was  a  young  man  with  a  wife  and  child, 
a  baby  boy  about  a  year  old,  and  owing  to  the 
infirmities  of  the  head  of  the  firm,  almost  the  entire 
management  fell  upon  him,  and  occasionally  he 
travelled  abroad  as  buyer. 

Amongst  the  firm's  customers  was  a  gentleman  by 
the  name  of  Brandenberg,  who  was  a  German  by 
parentage,  but  had  been  born  in  England.  He  was  a 
young  man,  and  on  coming  of  age  he  had  succeeded  to 
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considerable  wealth,  and  spent  a  great  deal  of  money 
with  Zimmermann  &  Goldstein,  buying  from  them 
watches,  jewellery  of  all  kinds,  clocks,  pictures,  and 
things  of  a  like  nature.  He  was  engaged  to  be 
married,  and  wishing  to  present  his  fiancee  with  a  very 
handsome  present,  he  commissioned  Zimmermann  & 
Goldstein  to  purchase  for  him  a  set  of  costly  diamonds 
and  a  pearl  necklace,  and  for  that  purpose  Mr.  Gold- 
stein himself  proceeded  to  Berlin,  and  placed  the  order 
with  a  renowned  firm  of  merchants  there. 

In  due  course  the  articles  arrived ;  they  consisted  of 
a  magnificent  spray  of  diamonds  for  the  hair,  of  quite 
an  original  design,  the  stones  being  the  very  finest  of 
their  kind.  In  addition,  there  were  a  pair  of  ear-drops, 
a  necklet,  a  brooch,  and  tAvo  finger-rings.  Besides 
these,  there  was  a  pearl  necklace,  which  was  unique  and 
a  perfect  marvel  of  beauty  and  richness.  Each  pearl 
was  the  size  of  a  pea,  and  there  were  a  hundred  and 
twenty  of  these  altogether  in  the  necklace,  which  had 
originally  belonged  to  a  member  of  the  Rothschild 
family,  but  had  changed  hands  on  the  death  of  the 
proprietor,  and  at  last  come  into  the  hands  of  the 
Berlin  firm,  who  sold  it  to  Zimmermann  &  Goldstein. 
The  value  set  upon  all  these  baubles  was  twenty-two 
thousand  pounds,  which  Mr.  Brand  enberg  agreed  to  pay 
for  them,  and  by  Goldstein's  request  he  consented  to 
allow  the  goods  to  remain  on  show  at  Zimmermann 
&  Goldstein's  warehouse,  and  by  way  of  an  advertise- 
ment for  themselves,  they  inserted  a  notice  in  the 
papers  that  the  public  would  be  allowed  to  inspect  the 
jewels  during  the  month  on  the  presentation  of  card. 
During  the  day  the  things  were  exposed  in  a  massive 
glass  case,  and  two  commissionaires  were  appointed  to 
keep  watch  and  ward  over  them.     But  at  night  they 
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were  secured  with  other  valuable  property  in  the  strong 
room,  which  was  a  chamber  about  twelve  feet  by  ten, 
of  the  most  massive  construction,  and  was  said  to  be 
both  fire  and  burglar  proof.  There  was  only  one  door 
to  it,  and  that  was  a  solid  piece  of  iron  plate,  four 
inches  in  thickness,  and  it  was  secured  when  closed  by 
means  of  a  series  of  tumbler  locks,  which  seemed  strong 
enough  to  defy  any  attempts  that  might  be  made  to 
force  them.  In  spite  of  all  these  precautions,  and  in 
spite  of  strong  room  and  iron  bars,  the  jewels  were 
stolen. 

Christmas  Day  that  year  fell  on  a  Saturday,  and,  in 
accordance  with  a  very  generally  expressed  desire,  most 
of  the  big  city  firms  consented  to  suspend  business 
from  the  hour  of  closing  on  Friday  night  until 
Tuesday  morning,  thus  giving  three  clear  days'  holiday 
to  the  employes ;  and  in  order  to  afford  the  immense 
number  of  city  toilers,  who  would  thus  be  released  for 
these  three  days,  facilities  for  going  away,  the  various 
railway  companies  offered  unusual  opportunities  for 
proceeding  to  all  parts  of  England  and  the  Continent. 
Now,  some  time  between  that  Friday  night  and  the 
Tuesday  morning  Zimmermann  &  Goldstein's  ware- 
house was  entered,  the  strong  room  forced,  and  the 
jewellery  stolen. 

As  soon  as  the  loss  was  discovered,  there  was  great 
excitement  in  the  warehouse.  Mr.  Goldstein  had  not 
arrived  at  the  time,  as  he  seldom  reached  the  ware- 
house before  ten  o'clock,  his  place  of  residence  being  at 
Dorking.  Mr.  Zimmermann  was  sojourning  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight  for  the  benefit  of  his  health,  and  had  not 
been  to  the  warehouse  for  more  than  a  fortnight. 

As  soon  as  Groldstein  arrived,  word  was  sent  to  the 
„Yard,"   and   owing   to   the   serious    nature    of    the 
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robbery  I  received  instructions  to  proceed  at  once  to 
the  premises  and  make  an  investigation. 

I  found  Mr.  Groldstein  in  great  distress,  and  be 
expressed  a  hope  that  I  would  make  a  determined 
effort  to  recover  the  stolen  property.  Of  course  I 
promised  to  do  what  I  could,  and  having  received  all 
the  particulars  as  I  have  given  them  in  the  foregoing, 
I  set  to  work  to  make  a  minute  examination  of  the 
premises. 

At  the  back  of  the  warehouse  was  a  small  sort  of 
yard,  with  entrance  through  an  archway  that  was 
secured  with  a  pair  of  iron  gates.  This  yard  was  used 
by  carters  delivering  and  receiving  goods.  Several 
windows  looked  into  the  yard,  and  one  of  them,  not- 
withstanding it  was  protected  by  iron  bars,  had  been 
forced,  and  an  entrance  effected  by  that  means.  I 
found  that  the  iron  rods  which  protected  the  windows 
had  been  wrenched  and  twisted  out  of  place  by  aid  of 
a  powerful  lever,  probably  a  crowbar.  I  should  men- 
tion that  the  gate  giving  entrance  to  the  yard  had  been 
opened  with  a  duplicate  key,  and  the  door  of  the 
strong  room  had  been  burst  open  with  steel  wedges 
and  crowbars,  and  a  formidable  crowbar  had  been 
found  lying  near  the  door. 

I  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  in  inspecting  the  place, 
and  in  a  critical  examination  of  the  forced  door  of  the 
strong  room.  That  examination  led  me  to  a  totally 
different  conclusion  to  what  the  apparent  injuries 
seemed  to  warrant ;  what  the  conclusion  was  I  will 
presently  mention.  One  thing  was  very  evident,  and 
that  was  that  the  robbery  had  been  deliberately 
planned  and  carried  out.  The  thieves  had  had  three 
days  and  three  nights  for  their  work — that  is,  counting 
up  to  Tuesday  morning,  about  eighty  hours.     But  it 
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seemed  self-evident  that  the  job  had  been  done  between 
Friday  night  and  Saturday,  and  the  thieves  had 
probably — as  Air.  Goldstein  suggested — availed  them- 
selves of  the  facilities  offered  by  the  railway  companies 
for  reaching  the  Continent,  and  so  had  got  clear  off. 
I  had  to  admit  the  feasibility  of  this,  and  urgent  tele- 
grams were  despatched  to  the  police  bureaus  of  the 
chief  Continental  centres. 

As  was  my  invariable  custom  in  such  cases  as  these,  I 
made  careful  inquiries  about  the  people  employed  in 
the  business,  but  I  could  learn  nothing  that  justified 
suspicion  of  any  particular  person.  Yet  I  was  con- 
vinced of  one  thing,  and  that  was  that  the  thieves  must 
have  been  very  well  acquainted  with  the  place,  and 
were  aware  of  the  arrangements  for  securing  the  jewels. 
I  came  to  this  conclusion  almost  from  the  very  first,  and 
had  an  idea  that  somebody  connected  with  the  ware- 
house, or  who  had  been  connected  with  it,  could,  if  he 
would  open  his  mouth,  tell  a  tale.  "When  I  suggested 
this  to  Goldstein,  he  pooh-poohed,  and  pointed  out  that 
during  the  time  the  jewels  had  been  on  view,  hundreds 
of  people  had  availed  themselves  of  the  invitation,  and 
so  opportunity  had  been  afforded  the  thieves  to  make 
themselves  acquainted  with  the  premises. 

Of  course,  there  was  a  certain  amount  of  feasibility 
in  this,  but  it  did  not  fit  in  with  my  theory ;  especially 
when  I  learnt  that  the  utmost  precautions  had  always 
been  taken  to  guard  the  jewels  during  the  day,  and 
to  see  that  nobody  was  left  on  the  premises  during 
the  night.  My  theory,  then,  was  that  the  robbery  had 
been  planned  and  carried  out  by  some  person  who 
was  very  well  acquainted  with  the  warehouse.  And 
I  made  every  inquiry  with  a  view  to  eliciting  if  any  one 
had  recently  been  discharged.     No  one  had,  however, 
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and  those  in  the  service,  even  down  to  the  boys,  had 
been  with  the  firm  for  a  considerable  time.  It  was 
somewhat  remarkable  that  in  my  efforts  to  unravel  the 
mystery  I  was  not  seconded  by  Mr.  Goldstein.  That 
gentleman,  in  fact,  seemed  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to 
afford  me  no  information  if  he  could  possibly  help  it ; 
and  he  displayed  an  altogether  remarkable  irritability 
with  me  that  nothing  I  could  think  of  seemed  to 
warrant.  This  annoyed  me  a  little,  and  I  asked  him 
one  day  how  it  was  that  he  exhibited  such  a  disinclina- 
tion to  help  me  in  my  investigations,  whereupon  he  got 
so  angry  that  I  began  to  think  he  was  not  quite  respon- 
sible for  his  actions,  and  he  answered — 

"  The  reason  is  that  you  are  fooling  your  time  away 
about  the  premises  instead  of  looking  for  the  thief 
farther  afield.  You  don't  suppose  he  would  be  such 
an  idiot  as  to  remain  on  the  premises  when  he  had  got 
possession  of  twentj-  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  property  ? 
While  you  are  humbugging  here  he  is  making  good 
his  escape  to  some  far-off  land,  where,  clever  as  you 
think  yourself,  you  will  be  unable  to  touch  him." 

Looking  Mr.  Goldstein  full  in  the  face,  I  said, 
"  That  is  your  theory,  sir.  It  is  not  mine,  and  if  I  am 
to  continue  in  the  case  I  shall  follow  my  lights,  and, 
unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken,  I  shall  ultimately 
unearth  the  thief,  and  what  is  more,  in  London,  or  not 
very  far  off." 

Goldstein  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  sneered  con- 
temptuously as  he  replied — 

"Like  all  the  rest  of  you  frlln-n-s,  you  are  pig- 
headed ;  and  that  pigheadedness  invariably  leads  you 
on  the  wrong  scent.  However,  you  can  do  as  you 
like,  but  I  shall  take  some  other  means  and  employ 
somebody  else  to    track  the   thief," 
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I  did  not  continue  the  discussion.  It  did  not  strike 
me  that  it  was  worth  while  to  do  so  ;  but  Goldstein's 
manner  and  words  suggested  quite  a  new  theory  to 
me,  and  that  evening  I  went  down  to  Epsom,  where 
Mr.  Zimmermann  lived,  and  called  upon  him. 

My  object  in  going  to  Zimmermann  was  very 
definite,  and  I  may  as  well  at  once  say  that  I  had 
come  to  believe  that  Goldstein  had  had  a  hand  in 
the  robbery.  This  may  seem  a  startling  statement ;  but 
his  manner  and  protestations  had  aroused  my  suspicions. 

It  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  Zimmermann.  He 
was  an  old  man,  very  feeble  and  frail,  and  when  I 
introduced  myself  he  displayed  great  agitation. 

"  This  is  a  serious  business,  Mr.  Donovan,"  he  said — 
"  a  very  serious  business  indeed.  It  is  serious  from  the 
mere  money  point  of  view  ;  and  it  will  also  do  us  harm 
with  our  clientele.  However,  we  must  bear  with  it,  I 
suppose,  but  I  am  sorry  you  have  not  succeeded  in 
capturing  the  thief.  Had  he  been  taken  we  might  have 
recovered  some  portion  of  the  stolen  property,  if  not  the 
whole  of  it." 

"  We  might  have  done  so,  and  may  do  so  yet,"  I 
answered.  "  I  have  reason  to  think  I  am  on  the  track 
of  the  rascal." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  that.  I  hope  you  are  not  too 
sanguine,"  the  old  man  remarked  dolefully,  and  with 
a  sigh,  as  though  he  had  no  hope  that  I  should  succeed. 
"  Of  course,  Goldstein  is  rendering  you  every  assist- 
ance," he  added. 

This  gave  me  the  very  opportunity  I  wanted,  and  I 
seized  it  eagerly. 

"  By  the  way,"  I  said,  in  answer,  "  I  suppose  you 
were  well  acquainted  with  Mr.  Goldstein  before  he 
joined  you  in  partnership  ?  " 
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"  No,  I  was  not.  I  didn't  know  anything  about 
him.     But  why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Oh — well,  for  a  mere  satisfaction  of  my  thoughts," 
I  remarked,  with  a  laugh,  for  I  did  not  wish  to  give  the 
old  man  a  shock.  But  his  suspicions  were  already 
aroused,  and  he  said  quickly — 

"  You  have  a  deeper  motive  than  that,  Mr.  Donovan. 
Pray  speak  out.  Have  no  false  delicacy  in  the 
matter." 

"  I  do  not  intend  to  have  any,"  I  replied.  "  But  let 
me  put  this  question  to  you,  Mr.  Zimmermann. 
Would  it  seem  to  you  within  the  bounds  of  possibility 
— I  won't  say  probability — that  Goldstein  might  know 
something  about  the  way  in  which  these  jewels  were 
stolen  ?  " 

The  old  man  passed  his  thin  hand  over  his  scant  grey 
hair,  and  he  looked  troubled  and  shocked. 

"  Good  God  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  you  don't  mean  to  say 
you  suspect  Goldstein  of  being  the  thief  ?  " 

For  the  moment  I  hesitated  as  to  the  reply  I  should 
make  to  this.  But  a  very  little  reflection  convinced  me 
it  was  better  to  throw  off  all  reserve.  Nothing  was  to 
be  gained,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  by  beating  about  the 
bush.     Therefore  I  answered  frankly — 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Well,  that  is,  I  suspect  he  has  had  a 
hand  in  it." 

Although  Mr.  Zimmermann  tried  to  look  composed, 
and  to  bear  himself  with  dignity,  it  was  painfully 
evident  that  he  was  terribly  distressed. 

"  It  is  impossible ! "  he  groaned ;  "  and  yet,  and  yet,  no 
man  is  to  be  trusted.  The  human  heart  is  full  of 
wickedness.  It  may  be  that  Goldstein  has  been  tempted 
and  has  fallen ;  but  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  believe 
it." 
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"  Of  course  there  is  the  possibility  that  I  am  mis- 
taken," I  replied.  "  Therefore  it  will  be  wise  for  you 
not  to  mention  to  living  soul  a  word  of  what  I  have 
said.  My  chief  object  in  coming  to  you  to-night  is 
to  discuss  this  affair,  and  ask  you  your  opinion  of  your 
partner.  I  quite  understand  that  the  suspicions  I  have 
raised  in  your  mind  must  be  a  great  shock,  and  distress 
you  terribly  ;  but  you  see  I  must  do  my  duty.  And  I 
have  this  to  say :  If  I  am  wrong  about  Goldstein,  then 
I  haven't  the  faintest  shadow  of  a  trace  of  the  thief." 

Mr.  Zimmermann  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  as 
if  to  hide  his  agitation,  and  for  some  minutes  he  made 
no  reply.     But  at  last  he  said — 

"  It  tears  my  very  heart  to  have  to  say  so,  but  I  fear 
you  may  be  right.  During  his  connection  with  me, 
Mr.  Goldstein's  conduct  has  not  always  inspired  me 
with  confidence.  And  now  I  will  tell  you  this — that 
about  six  months  ago  it  came  to  my  knowledge  that  he 
was  in  monetary  difficulties.  I  felt  that  the  reputation 
of  my  firm  was  at  stake,  and  I  talked  to  him,  and 
elicited  that  he  had  been  speculating  rashly,  and  had 
lost  heavily  To  tide  him  over  his  difficulties  I  lent 
him  a  thousand  pounds.  He  has  not  yet  paid  it  back, 
and  it  occurs  to  me  now  as  likely  that,  being  in  sore 
straits,  he  has  been  mad  enough  to  try  to  restore  his 
lost  position  by  robbing  me." 

When  I  left  Mr.  Zimmermann,  a  little  later  after  that 
very  painful  interview,  I  felt  pretty  sure  that  I  had 
struck  a  trail,  and  I  resolved  to  call  at  the  warehouse 
the  following  morning  and  put  a  few  questions  to  Gold- 
stein that  were  calculated  to  lead  him  into  some  expres- 
sion that  would  still  further  strengthen  my  position ;  for 
necessarily  I  was  anxious  to  be  sure  of  my  ground  before 
taking  steps  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  back  out  of. 


THE  LAST  SHOT.  209 

I  went  to  the  warehouse  accordingly,  but  was 
informed  that  a  telegram  had  been  received  from  Mr. 
Goldstein,  saying  that  he  had  been  taken  ill  and  could 
not  attend  to  business  that  day.  To  my  mind  this  was 
pregnant  with  a  grave  meaning,  and  I  lost  no  time  in 
going  out  to  Hampstead,  where  he  lived.  On  arrival 
at  his  house  I  was  informed  that  Mr.  Goldstein  was  out  of 
town,  but  I  could  get  no  information  where  he  had  gone 
to.  Matters  were  now  assuming  a  very  serious  aspect 
against  him,  and  I  deemed  it  my  duty  to  obtain  a 
warrant  for  his  arrest,  for  I  no  longer  had  any  doubt 
that  he  had  fled.  I  obtained  the  warrant  that  afternoon, 
and  the  next  day  went  down  to  the  warehouse  to 
inquire  if  anything  was  known  of  his  whereabouts,  and 
the  confidential  clerk  informed  me  that  he  had  received 
another  telegram  from  Groldstein,  who  was  in  Southamp- 
ton, asking  him  to  send  down  to  him  at  once  a  packet  he 
had  left  in  a  drawer  in  his  own  desk.  The  clerk  was 
about  to  comply  with  this  request  when  I  arrived ;  but 
I  peremptorily  told  him  that  he  must  do  nothing  of  the 
sort,  as  I  held  a  warrant  for  Goldstein's  arrest,  and  the 
packet  would  have  to  be  placed  in  my  hands,  as  it 
might  facilitate  the  course  of  justice.  He  resolutely 
declined  to  part  with  the  packet ;  but  after  some  discus- 
sion he  consented  to  open  it  in  my  presence  and  that  of 
the  manager.  I  agreed  to  this,  and  the  manager  was 
called  in.  The  packet  was  a  small  box,  neatly  done  up 
in  brown  paper,  tied  securely  with  string  and  sealed, 
and  addressed  in  Goldstein's  handwriting  to  himself. 
It  was  also  marked  in  bold  characters,  in  red  ink, 
"  Private."  While  I  quite  thought  that  the  contents  of 
the  packet  might  afford  me  some  valuable  information, 
I  was  scarcely  prepared  for  the  revelation  its  examina- 
tion made.     The  contents  consisted  of  a  cheque-book,  a 
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bill  of  exchange  in  Goldstein's  favour  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  and  the  stolen  necklace  of  pear  h.  How  any  man 
could  have  been  so  idiotic  as  to  thus  betray  himself  is 
inconceivable,  except  by  those  who  are  acquainted  with 
the  ways  of  criminals,  and  know  what  stupid  things 
they  do. 

I  found  on  inquiry  that  a  West  India  and  River 
Plate  steamer  was  due  to  leave  Southampton  on  the 
following  day,  and  it  occurred  to  me  that  Goldstein 
might  attempt  to  escape  the  penalty  of  his  crime  by 
taking  passage  in  her  for  the  Brazils.  I  therefore 
caught  the  next  train  clown  to  Southampton.  As  I 
had  surmised,  I  found  that  he  had  booked  a  passage 
by  the  steamer,  and  had  already  gone  on  board,  as 
she  was  to  leave  on  the  flood  tide  very  early  in  the 
morning.  It  was  growing  dusk  as  I  got  on  board. 
Whether  Goldstein  had  seen  me  coming  or  not  I 
cannot  tell,  but  I  found  that  he  was  locked  up  in  his 
cabin,  and  I  at  once  commanded  him  in  the  name  of 
the  law  to  open  the  door  and  deliver  himself  up.  No 
response  was  forthcoming,  and  again  I  made  my 
demand.  But  the  inmate  of  the  cabin  remained  silent. 
Thereupon,  as  the  captain  was  on  shore,  I  took  counsel 
with  the  chief  officer,  who,  after  some  demur,  consented 
to  allow  me  to  break  open  the  door,  and  he  summoned 
the  carpenter  aft,  who  proceeded  to  burst  the  lock  by  a 
blow  with  a  capstan  bar.  Two  blows  did  it,  and  as  the 
door  flew  back  it  revealed  Goldstein,  dressed  only  in  his 
trousers  and  shirt,  his  face  white,  haggard,  and  ghastly; 
his  hair  dishevelled,  and  his  whole  appearance  sug- 
gestive of  madness.  In  each  hand  he  held  a  revolver, 
and  as  he  caught  sight  of  me  he  uttered  a  fearful  oath, 
and,  aiming  at  me,  fired.  Fortunately  for  myself,  the 
bullet  missed  me,  but  grazed  the  cheek  of  the  carpenter, 
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who  was  standing  close  beside  me.  He  rushed  away, 
and  I  dived  behind  the  cabin  table. 

The  noise  of  the  firiug  brought  a  lot  of  people  into 
the  saloon,  including  several  members  of  the  crew,  and 
an  attempt  was  made  to  take  the  madman,  but  he  kept 
us  at  bay  with  his  revolvers.  All  his  fury,  however, 
seemed  to  be  directed  against  myself,  and  he  made 
desperate  attempts  to  hit  me,  although  he  would  not 
venture  out  of  his  cabin.  Shot  after  shot  was  fired, 
and  the  beautifully  decorated  panels  of  the  saloon  were 
riddled  and  shattered.  Matters  had  become  so  serious 
that  the  chief  officer  wanted  me  to  take  his  revolver  and 
try  to  maim  Goldstein,  but  this  I  refused  to  do.  With 
every  shot  he  fired  the  fellow  seemed  to  become  more 
desperate.  I  had  counted  the  shots,  and  knew  that  he 
had  disposed  of  ten.  One  revolver  he  bad  thrown  away, 
and  he  had  two  bullets  left.  He  stood  on  guard  for 
some  minutes,  and  I  attempted  to  draw  his  fire,  but  he 
had  become  less  reckless,  and  watched  my  every  move- 
ment as  a  bird  of  prey  might  watch  its  intended  victim. 
As  it  was  necessary  to  put  an  end  to  such  a  situation  as 
this,  I  exposed  myself  in  such  a  way  as  tempted  him  to 
fire,  and  he  was  thus  left  with  but  one  shot.  With  a 
cry  of  pitiable  despair,  as  he  now  recognized  that  all 
hope  had  gone,  he  turned  the  last  shot  against  himself, 
and  blew  his  brains  out.  It  was  a  terrible  penalty  for 
his  crime,  and  my  heart  was  full  of  pity  for  his  young 
wife  and  child. 

When  his  boxes  came  to  be  searched,  nearly  all  the 
stolen  jewellery  was  found  in  them.  He  had  taken  a 
ticket  for  Bio  Janeiro,  whore,  no  doubt,  he  hoped  to 
dispose  of  his  ill-gotten  gains ;  but,  like  all  criminals, 
he  had  committed  the  crime  without  duly  weighing  the 
consequences  to  those  who  loved  and  were  dependent 
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upon  him,  and  the  fearful  risks  he  incurred.  When  the 
seriousness  of  his  offence  fully  dawned  upon  him,  it 
drove  him  to  that  desperate  state  of  mind  which  is  akin 
to  madness,  and  he  resolved  to  die  rather  than  be 
captured.  But  as  it  had  been  my  painful  duty  to  bring 
his  sin  to  light,  he  cherished  a  hatred  for  me  that  could 
only  have  been  satisfied  with  my  death,  and  he  had 
given  evidence  that  he  would  not  have  hesitated  to 
murder  me.  He  had  failed  to  accomplish  this,  however, 
and  with  his  last  shot  he  ended  his  own  miserable  life. 

When  Mr.  Zimmermann  heard  of  his  partner's  guilt 
and  death,  he  was  very  greatly  affected,  and  became 
seriously  ill.  He  never  rallied  from  the  shock,  and  died 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  business  passed  into  entirely 
fresh  hands. 

How  Goldstein  managed  to  commit  the  robbery, 
whether  he  had  a  confederate  or  not,  was  never  dis- 
covered ;  but  I  ascertained  that  he  was  absent  from  his 
home  all  that  Friday  night,  and  the  greater  part  of 
Saturday,  so  that,  no  doubt,  was  the  time  during  which 
the  theft  was  effected.  He  had  tried  very  hard  to  create 
an  impression  by  appearances  that  the  robbery  was  the 
work  of  professional  burglars,  but  he  had  allowed  his 
anxiety  and  fear  to  overcome  his  caution  and  discretion 
so  that  he  betrayed  himself  into  my  hands.  It  was  all 
very  sad,  but  also  very  human  J 
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The  night  of  the  14th  of  November,  1864,  was 
remarkable  as  being  one  of  the  wildest  and  darkest 
that  even  this  fickle  English  climate  is  capable  of 
producing.  The  day  had  been  sullen  and  gloomy 
from  one  end  of  ^the  land  to  the  other.  The  air  was 
stagnant,  the  sky  like  a  dome  of  lead.  A  heavy 
dripping  moisture  pervaded  everything  ;  and  it  almost 
seemed  as  if  nature  was  in  solemn  mourning.  By  four 
o'clock  every  atom  of  light  faded  out,  and  an  Egyptian 
darkness  enfolded  the  earth.  A  little  later  the  wind 
rose,  but  for  a  time  moaued  fitfully,  though  it 
gradually  strengthened  until  it  blew  a  gale,  and  it 
brought  with  it  a  snowstorm  that  threatened  to  stop 
traffic  and  block  the  roads. 

About  seven  o'clock,  in  spite  of  the  weather,  and  the 
warnings  that  were  given  to  them,  a  man  and  woman, 
known  as  Dan  and  Sarah  Gripper,  set  out  from  Bristol 
to  walk  to  Bath.  That  fact  indicates  at  once  the  social 
position  which  the  people  occupied.  They  belonged  to 
the  great  army  of  professional  tramps  who  are  con- 
stantly moving  about  the  country,  and  live  goodness 
knows  how.  In  the  bright  summer  weather,  when  the 
days  are  long  and  the  nights  warm,  there  may  be  a 
certain  amount  of  pleasure  in  this  vagabond  existence. 
But  in  the  winter  it  is  a  round  of  discomfort,  misery, 
and  suffering.  The  Grrippers  were  young  people.  He 
was  thirty,  she  about   five-and-twenty,  and    a   really 
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good-looking  woman,  although  her  face  had  become 
rough  and  tanned  with  long  exposure  to  wind  and  rain, 
and  the  constantly  varying  weather  peculiar  to  our 
islands.  But  still,  if  not  fair  in  the  literal  sense,  she 
made  up  for  it  by  regular  features,  a  set  of  teeth  that 
any  one  niigbt  have  envied,  and  a  wealth  of  soft  brown 
hair,  which,  in  spite  of  neglect  and  dirt,  had  grown 
most  luxuriantly ;  and  then  her  limbs  were  such  that 
they  would  have  begotten  the  admiration  of  an  artist. 
Physically  speaking,  nature  seemed  to  have  made  a 
perfect  woman  of  her,  and  had  also  blessed  her  with  a 
sound  and  robust  constitution.  Her  husband  was  a 
different  class  of  being  altogether.  He  was  a  pure 
Romany  He  had  a  swarthy  face,  dark  piercing, 
almost  fierce  eyes,  and  hah  that  was  as  black  as  a 
raven's  wing.  He  was  a  little  man,  but  wiry  and 
sinewy,  and  might  have  been  backed  for  endurance 
against  men  of  a  much  heavier  and  larger  build. 

He  had  been  known  upon  the  road  for  many  years, 
and  had  travelled  with  one  of  the  large  vans  which  are 
at  once  shop  and  living  house,  and  are  usually  con- 
spicuous by  the  great  display  outside  of  them  of  chairs, 
brooms,  mats,  clothes-horses,  and  other  wares  of  the 
kind.  The  Gripper  family  had  travelled  with  such  a 
van  for  generations,  covering  the  ground  from  Land's 
End  to  London.  Dan's  father  and  mother  at  this 
period  were  the  principal  owners  of  the  travelling  ware- 
house, but  Dan  had  a  share  in  it.  About  two  years 
previous  to  the  night  I  am  dealing  with  he  had 
married,  but  no  one  seemed  to  know  where  his  wife 
came  from.  It  was  evident  she  did  not  belong  to  the 
Eomany  fraternity,  and  it  was  rumoured  that  she  had 
been  a  servant  in  a  gentleman's  house  somewhere  near 
Plymouth,  and  having  fallen  desperately  in  love  with 
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the  dark-eyed  dripper,  she  had  become  his  wife,  and  had 
taken  to  the  road.  They  seemed  to  have  been  greatly 
attached  to  each  other.  But  both  of  them  developed  a 
liking  for  strong  drink,  and  every  now  and  then  they 
had  periodical  outbreaks,  and  for  two  or  three  days  at 
a  time  would  be  in  a  state  of  intoxication.  Then  they 
would  have  a  sober  period,  during  which  they  would 
not  touch  anything. 

On  the  night  that  we  find  them  in  Bristol,  they  were 
recovering  from  one  of  their  bouts.  The  van  had 
preceded  them  by  a  couple  of  days,  and  had  gone  on  to 
Bath.  Dan  and  his  wife  had  broken  out  in  Taunton. 
Hence  they  had  proceeded  to  Bristol,  and  had  put  up 
at  a  well-known  tramps'  house,  called  the  "  Jolly 
Waggoner."  Here  they  had  restored  themselves  to 
their  normal  condition,  and,  being  very  anxious  to  join 
their  relatives  in  Bath,  they  set  off  as  I  have  already 
stated.  The  people  of  the  house  tried  hard  to 
dissuade  them  on  account  of  the  weather,  but  they 
laughed  at  that,  saying  that  no  weather  could  stop 
them,  and  go  they  would.  And  go  they  did,  but 
little  could  they  have  dreamed  that  owing  to  their 
determination,  their  names  were  destined  to  be  in  the 
r~ouths  of  people  all  over  the  country  for  many  days 

come. 

As  every  one  knows,  the  road  between  Bristol  and 
Bath  is  one  of  the  prettiest  in  England,  and  in  the 
summer  is  really  delightful.  But  on  a  winter  night 
such  as  that  was,  with  a  snowstorm  raging,  it  is  as 
dreary  and  lonely  as  any  road  would  be  under  similar 
conditions.  However,  the  Grrippers  never  took  this 
into  consideration.  They  were  used  to  roughing  it  and 
facing  the  elements  in  all  their  moods ;  so  off  they  set, 
intending  to  tramp  all  nigbt,  as  they  wanted  to  overtake 
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the   van   before   it  left   Bath,   in   continuation  of  its 
journey  north. 

The  following  morning,  about  eight  o'clock,  a  farmer 
"was  driving  along  the  road  from  Bristol,  and  when 
about  nine  or  ten  miles  out  he  was  suddenly  startled  by 
seeing  a  woman  lying  on  the  ground,  just  on  the  edge 
of  a  wood.  He  alighted  from  his  conveyance,  thinking 
the  woman  was  simply  benumbed  with  cold.  But,  to 
his  intense  horror,  he  found  that  she  was  dead,  and 
beyond  all  doubt  had  been  murdered  in  a  most  savage 
and  brutal  manner.  Firstly,  a  handkerchief  had  been 
tied  so  tightly  round  her  throat  that  it  was  deeply 
indented  into  the  flesh,  and  her  tongue  and  eyes  were 
protruding.  Then  her  head  had  been  battered  in  with 
some  blunt  instrument,  probably  a  stone  or  a  stick,  and, 
as  if  this  was  not  enough,  she  had  been  stabbed  and 
slashed  all  over  the  body  in  a  manner  that  was  sugges- 
tive of  the  fury  of  madness.  Not  for  a  long  time  had  a 
crime  so  horrible  and  brutal  in  all  its  aspects  startled 
England. 

Two  miles  farther  on  was  a  village,  and  to  this  the 
farmer  drove  and  got  assistance,  and  the  rural  con- 
stabulary took  charge  of  the  body 

Now  came  the  question,  who  had  done  the  deed? 
The  husband,  everybody  answered.  And  yet  they  were 
never  known  to  quarrel ;  they  were  strikingly  attached 
to  each  other,  and  were  like  lovers  when  they  set  off 
from  Bristol.  But  the  theory  was  that  Dan  had  been 
suddenly  seized  with  frenzy,  the  result  of  his  drinking 
bout,  and  in  that  condition  had  attacked  and  slaughtered 
his  wife.  This  seemed  borne  out  by  the  savage  and 
unreasoning  way  in  which  the  poor  woman  had  been 
done  to  death.  So  the  hue  and  cry  was  raised,  the 
telegraph  was  set  in  motion,  the  country  for  miles  and 
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miles  round  was  scoured,  but  Dan  could  not  be  found, 
and  tbis  fact  seemed  confirmation  strong  tbat  he  was  the 
murderer.  I  was  sent  down  to  investigate  all  tbe 
circumstances  of  tbe  case,  and  try  to  get  on  bis  track. 

Ghastly  as  the  spectacle  was,  I  examined  tbe  mur- 
dered woman's  body  carefully,  and  came  to  tbe  con- 
clusion myself  that  the  murderer  must  have  been 
suffering  from  frenzy.  The  handkerchief  that  was 
round  her  throat  I  took  charge  of,  but  could  find  no  one 
who  could  identify  it  as  having  belonged  to  Dan.  Tbat 
was  a  significant  fact  that  I  could  not  overlook.  Then 
near  the  spot  where  the  body  was  found  I  picked  up  a 
large  bone  button,  which  had  evidently  come  off  a  man's 
jacket.  It  was  stained  with  blood.  But  every  one  who 
knew  him  declared  that  Dan  had  never  worn  a  jacket 
with  buttons  on  it  like  that  one.  This,  again,  was  signi- 
ficant, and  I  asked  myself  if  Dan  was  the  murderer. 
But  if  he  was  not,  where  was  he,  why  was  be  keeping 
out  of  the  way  ?  He  certainly  had  not  reached  Bath, 
and  his  aged  father  and  mother  were  in  the  deepest  dis- 
tress about  him ;  and  yet,  in  the  course  of  an  interview 
I  had  with  them,  they  made  it  manifest,  although  they 
did  not  say  so  in  so  many  words,  that  they  believed 
Dan  was  the  criminal.  In  fact,  no  one  could  be  found 
who  did  not  think  so.  His  absence,  of  course,  told 
against  him. 

After  the  fourth  or  fifth  day  of  my  investigations  my 
views  underwent  a  complete  change.  At  first  I  certainly 
did  think  tbat  Dan  had  battered  his  wife  to  pieces.  But 
now  I  came  to  a  totally  different  conclusion,  and  that 
concmsion  was  tbat  Dan  was  not  the  murderer.  This 
idea  grew  upon  me  so  that  I  could  not  shake  it  off  ;  but 
when  I  mentioned  it  to  some  of  the  local  magnates  I 
was   laughed   at.      This,  I  need  scarcely  say,  did  not 
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alter  my  views,  and  so  I  repaired  once  more  to  the  spot 
where  the  body  had  been  found,  and  commenced  a  most 
critical  examination  of  the  place.  I  subjected  the 
ground  to  the  keenest  scrutiny,  and  looked  at  every 
twig  and  branch  for  several  yards  round  about,  and 
presently  I  got  indications  which  led  me  to  believe  that 
a  body  had  been  partly  carried  and  partly  dragged 
through  the  wood. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  on  the  night  of  the  murder 
it  snowed  heavily,  and  this  of  course  obliterated  all 
ground  marks,  but  there  were  signs  about  the  bushes 
which  I  could  not  disregard,  and  I  commenced  a  most 
exhaustive  search  in  the  wood.  The  traces  I  have 
spoken  of  failed  a  few  yards  from  the  spot  where  Mrs. 
Gripper  had  been  found  lying,  but  I  adopted  the  plan 
of  making  that  spot  a  pivot,  as  it  were,  around  which  I 
moved  in  a  semi-circle,  gradually  extending  the  arc  of 
movement  in  much  the  same  way  that  circles  on  a  pond, 
when  a  stone  has  been  thrown  in,  extend.  In  this  way 
I  covered  many  acres  of  ground,  and  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  from  the  pivot,  down  in  a  deep  gully  that  was 
entirely  overgrown  with  dead  brambles  and  withered 
ferns,  I  found  the  dead  body  of  Dan  Gripper.  His  head 
had  been  battered  in,  and  he  had  been  stabbed  in  the 
back. 

This  discovery  naturally  gave  a  new  sensation  to  the 
crime,  and  once  more  the  land  rang  with  it.  There  was 
now  no  longer  any  doubt  that  a  double  murder  had  been 
committed,  and  now  came  the  question — who  had  been 
guilty  of  that  dark  night's  work  ?  Robbery  was  not  the 
motive ;  for  firstly,  the  Grippers  had  little  or  no  money 
with  them.  They  had  spent  what  they  had  in  their 
spree  at  Taunton ;  nor  had  they  any  valuables  that  were 
likely  to  have  tempted  the  cupidity  of  any  one.     As  a 
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matter  of  fact,  a  few  shillings  and  some  coppers  were 
found  in  Dan's  pockets,  and  the  woman  had  on  a  wed- 
ding ring  and  a  rather  massive  keeper.  Besides,  on 
such  a  night  as  that,  highway  robbers  were  not  likely  to 
have  been  prowling  about  the  road  awaiting  for  travel- 
lers. No,  I  was  convinced  that  it  was  not  a  case  of 
robbery,  but  jealously  The  murderer  had  probably 
followed  his  victims  until  they  had  reached  the  loneliest 
part  of  the  road,  where  cries  would  be  unavailing. 
Then  he  had  stunned  the  man  by  a  violent  and  sudden 
blow  on  the  head,  and  had  next  attacked  the  woman ; 
half  strangling  her  first,  then  battering  her  head  and 
slashing  the  body.  After  that  he  carried  Dan  to  where 
he  was  found  ;  and  I  saw  in  this  act  an  artfulness  and 
cunning  that  were  remarkable.  He  knew  that  Dan's 
absence  would  raise  suspicion  against  him,  and  thus  the 
real  murderer  would  have  time  to  make  good  his 
escape. 

With  this  revelation  of  the  double  crime,  I  began  my 
hunt  for  the  murderer  on  quite  different  lines,  and  I 
turned  my  attention  to  discovering  as  much  as 
possible  about  the  past  history  of  the  unfortunate  Mrs. 
Dan  Grripper;  for,  stifking  to  my  text  that  jealousy 
had  been  the  cause  of  the  crime,  I  naturally  expected 
to  pick  up  the  clue  to  the  mystery  in  the  story  of  the 
woman's  life.  But  let  it  not  be  supposed  that  while 
this  was  being  clone  no  attempts  were  made  to  arrest 
the  criminal.  Now  that  it  was  clear  that  Dan  was  a 
victim  as  well  as  his  wife,  it  was  no  less  obvious  that 
there  was  a  third  person  concerned,  and  that  third 
person  was  undoubtedly  a  man.  For  the  ferocity  of 
the  crime  argued  a  man's  strength,  and  only  a  man, 
and  a  strong  one,  could  have  carried  Dan's  body  to 
where  it  was  found.     The  only  things  so  far  in  my 
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possession  likely  to  be  of  any  service  in  tracing  the 
murderer  were  the  button  and  the  handkerchief  which 
had  been  used  to  strangle  the  woman.  But  both  these 
things  were  commonplace  enough,  and  there  was  nothing 
striking  about  them.  In  spite,  however,  of  every  effort 
on  the  part  of  the  police  all  over  the  country,  the 
murderer  was  not  taken,  although  several  arrests  were 
made,  but  it  was  soon  proved  that  the  persons  arrested 
were  in  no  way  implicated,  and,  of  course,  they  had 
to  be  discharged  immediately. 

As  day  after  day  went  by,  and  the  mystery  of  the 
barbarous  crime  remained  unsolved,  the  public  became 
clamorous,  and  the  Press  were  not  slow  to  say  that 
there  had  been  a  want  of  vigilance ;  and  that  if  proper 
steps  had  been  taken  in  the  first  instance  the  murderer 
could  not  have  escaped.  As  this  was  the  stereotyped 
bunkum  which  is  usually  written  by  a  class  of  jour- 
nalists who  consider  themselves  cleverer  than  any 
detective  who  has  ever  made  his  mark,  no  notice  was 
taken  of  it,  and  in  the  meantime,  while  efforts  were 
being  made  by  the  police  to  lay  their  hands  on  the  real 
criminal,  I  worked  silently  and  persistently  on  my  own 
lines.  Of  course,  the  difficulty  in  the  way  of  the  police 
was  this — suspicion  did  not  point  to  any  particular 
individual  that  could  be  described.  No  living  soul  was 
able  to  rise  up  and  say,  "  I  have  reason  to  think  that  So- 
and-so  may  have  committed  this  crime,  and  So-and-so  is 
tall  or  short,  dark  or  fair,  young  or  old,"  as  the  case 
might  be.  In  the  absence  of  anything  like  this,  the 
difficulties  were  almost  insurmountable  ;  and  the  police, 
so  to  speak,  were  groping  in  the  dark,  trusting  to  some 
vague  chance  that  might  put  the  murderer  in  their 
grasp.  But  that  way  of  working  did  not  recommend 
itself  to  me.     The  problems  of  crime,  like  all  other  pro- 
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blems,  must  be  worked  out  logically,  and  I  brought 
logic  to  bear  in  this  instance,  and,  beginning  at  the 
Alpha,  I  was  strongly  hopeful  that  I  should  be  able  to 
trammel  up  Mrs.  Clipper's  history  to  the  Omega,  and 
by  so  doing  strike  the  trail  I  was  seeking  for. 

I  learnt  that  Dan  Clipper's  wife  was  a  Cornwall  lass, 
and  she  had  been  born  Sarah  Bickle.  Her  birthplace 
was  a  fishing  village  on  the  wild  coast,  close  to  Penzance, 
and  her  folk  had  been  fisherfolk  for  generations.  For 
some  time  Sarah  had  helped  her  parents  in  their  rough 
calling.  She  had  been  noted  as  an  expert  oarswoman, 
and  it  was  said  she  could  manage  a  boat  as  well  as  a 
man.  During  the  time  of  her  girlhood  she  laid  in  a 
plentiful  stock  of  rude  health  and  strength.  But  there 
came  a  day — which  so  frequently  comes  in  tire  annals  of 
fisherfolk — when  the  angry  sea  snatched  the  life  out  of 
her  father,  and  sucked  his  body  into  its  hungry  maw. 
For  some  time  Sarah  helped  to  support  her  mother  and 
two  younger  brothers  by  doing  odd  jobs — by  mending 
fishing-nets,  and  by  baiting  and  setting  lobster-traps 
and  selling  the  spoil.  This  went  on  until  her  mother 
died;  then  her  younger  brothers  went  to  sea,  and  so 
Sarah  betook  herself  to  Plymouth  and  entered  domestic 
service. 

By  this  time  Sarah  had  outgrown  her  girlhood,  and 
the  wild  winds  and  briny  air  of  her  native  Cornwall  had 
given  her  a  complexion  that  many  a  rich  town  lady 
would  have  paid  thousands  to  have  possessed.  So  far 
there  had  been  nothing  in  her  career  out  of  the  ordinary. 
It  was  the  career  of  many  hundreds  and  thousands  of 
girls  of  her  class  all  round  the  coast.  But  in  Plymouth 
her  life  underwent  some  change.  Her  good  looks,  as 
they  were  sure  to  do,  made  her  an  object  of  attention 
on  the  part  of  numerous  young  men,  and  amongst  them 
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was  the  youngest  son — a  youth  of  nineteen — of  the 
people  in  whose  service  she  was.  This  lad  not  only 
offered  her  marriage,  but  would  have  married  her  had 
not  his  father  interfered,  the  result  being  that  Sarah 
was  dismissed,  and  the  youthful  admirer  was  packed  off 
to  some  foreign  part,  where  probably  he  soon  got  over 
his  passion  for  the  country-born  fishergirl.  At  any 
rate,  there  was  not  the  slightest  reason  for  suspecting 
him  of  the  crime.  Still,  pursuing  my  investigations,  I 
brought  to  light  that  during  the  time  her  master's  son 
had  been  paying  his  addresses  to  her,  a  young  man 
named  Jodrell  Smart,  a  butcher  by  trade,  and  in  the 
employment  of  a  butcher  in  the  town,  was  also 
enamoured  of  her.  It  was  made  manifest  that  she 
had  at  some  period  given  him  very  considerable 
encouragement,  and  after  she  was  dismissed  from  her 
place  she  took  up  with  him  very  strongly,  and  it  was 
thought  amongst  her  acquaintances  that  she  would 
become  the  wife  of  Jodrell  Smart.  He  did  not  bear  a 
very  good  character,  however,  inasmuch  as  he  was  fond 
of  loose  companions,  and  occasionally  gave  way  to 
drink. 

Now,  whether  this  weighed  with  Sarah  or  not,  was 
not  very  evident,  but  for  some  cause  or  other  she  broke 
off  the  connection,  and  took  service  in  the  family  of  a 
gentleman  who  lived  in  the  country,  fourteen  or  fifteen 
miles  out  of  Plymouth.  This  incensed  Smart,  and  he 
had  been  heard  to  vow  deeply  that  while  he  lived  she 
should  never  marry  anybody  unless  she  married  him. 
No  importance  was  attached  to  the  threats,  however,  as 
he  was  regarded  rather  as  a  vain  boaster. 

I  now  considered  that  I  had  struck  a  trail,  and  I  kept 
to  it,  neither  swerving  to  the  right  nor  left,  and  it  led 
me  to  the  discovery  that  Smart  found  out  where  she  had 
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gone  to,  and  began  again  fco  force  his  attentions  upon 
her.  But  very  soon  after  going  to  her  new  situation 
she  met  Dan  Gripper  at  a  local  fair,  and  it  would  appear 
that  it  was  almost  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight.  The  dark- 
eyed  gipsy  and  the  roving  life  he  led  had  a  fascination 
for  her,  and  within  a  week  of  meeting  him  she  told  the 
cook  of  the  family  in  whose  service  she  was  that  she 
was  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  Gripper.  Her 
passion  was  reciprocated,  but  it  seems  that  she  was 
rather  afraid  of  her  butcher  lover,  Jodrell  Smart,  and  led 
him  to  suppose  that  some  day  she  might  possibly  bestow 
her  hand  and  heart  upon  him.  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
her  heart  had  gone  out  to  Gripper,  and  twelve  months 
after  first  knowing  him  she  married  him.  From  that 
moment  Jodrell  Smart  became  a  changed  man.  He 
drank  heavier,  sank  into  a  despondent,  gloomy  state, 
and  repeatedly  said  that  Sarah  had  ruined  his 
life. 

Thus  I  reached  another  important  stage  in  my  investi- 
gations ;  still,  I  had  no  evidence  that  Smart  was 
the  murderer  ;  but  my  suspicions  had  grown,  and  they 
were  strengthened  when  I  ascertained  that  about  a 
week  before  the  committal  of  the  crime  Smart  had  left 
Plymouth  and  nobody  knew  whither  he  had  gone,  nor 
had  anybody  seen  him  since.  He  was  described  to  me 
as  a  singularly  powerful  man.  standing  nearly  six  feet 
high.  "  Now,"  I  exclaimed  to  myself,  "  I  am  on  the 
track  of  the  murderer." 

My  next  step  was  to  ascertain  where  he  had  gone  to 
from  Plymouth,  and  to  this  end  I  obtained  his  photo- 
graph, had  it  lithographed,  then  sent  it  out  broadcast 
with  a  detailed  description  of  the  man,  and  I  stated 
that  he  was  supposed  to  be  wearing  a  jacket  with 
smoke-coloured  bone  buttons  on  it,  and  probably  had  in 
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his  possession    a   largo   cotton  haudkorchiof,  with  blue 
spots  round  tlio  border. 

Tu  a  few  days  I  got  information  that  Smart  had  boon 
soon  in  Taunton.  That  was  gravely  signitieant,  forbad 
not  the  drippers  been  in  Taunton  too?  Now,  what 
did  that  point  to  if  it  did  not  mean  that  Jodrell  Smart 
was  tracking  them  with  the  horrid  demon  Murder  in 
his  heart  ;  but  for  some  reason,  no  doubt  because 
opportunity  did  not  occur,  the  fiendish  crime  was  not 
committed  between  Taunton  and  Bristol.  But  was  it 
not  logical  to  suppose  that  he  followed  them  to  Bristol, 
and  bvsome  means — and  a  revengeful  and  determined 
man  never  wants  for  moans-  he  found  out  that  on  that 
dark  November  night  his  victims  were  going  to  tramn 
to  Bath.  Then  he  either  followed  them,  or  preceded 
them  and  lay  in  wait  in  that  lonelv  spot,  when,  all 
prepared  as  he  was  with  a  bludgeon,  he  felled  the  man, 
and  then  attacked  the  woman. 

All  this  seemed  so  clear,  so  logical,  so  feasible  that  it 
was  ditlicult  for  a  moment  to  doubt  it  was  the  correct 
theory.  And  so  from  one  end  of  the  land  to  tho  other 
I  circulated  the  murderer's  likeness  and  description  ; 
and  about  Chris) mas  I  learned  that  a  wild,  half  starved, 
haggard  man  had  been  seen  on  Dartmoor,  and  that  ho 
answered  the  description  of  tho  murderer.  .Dartmoor 
is  a  lonely,  desolate  region  in  winter,  and  a  hunted  man 
has  little  chance  of  his  life.  .For  many  days  we 
scoured  such  parts  of  the  moor  as  were  accessible,  but 
without  putting  up  our  quarry,  and  though  a  lookout 
was  kept  all  through  tho  drear v  winter  months  nothing 
was  seen  of  him.  But  when  the  spring  was  pretty  wvll 
advanced  a  shepherd  found  his  body  in  a  hole,  where 
there  had  been  a  huge  snow-drift.  His  identification 
was  placed  beyond  all  cavil,     lie  was  Jodrell  Smart, 
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and  one  of  the  buttons  from  his  jacket  was  missing. 
The  button  in  my  possession  was  precisely  the  same  as 
those  remaining  on  his  jacket,  and  by  that  sign  it  was 
known  that  he  was  the  murderer.  So  much  was  brought 
to  light ;  but  the  details  of  the  dreadful  crime  must  for 
ever  remain  a  mystery  After  the  commission  of  the 
deed  the  wretched  man  had  betaken  himself  to  the 
lonely  moorlands  in  the  hope  that  he  would  thereby  be 
able  to  elude  his  fellow-man's  justice.  So  he  had,  hut 
the  justice  of  the  Lord  had  smitten  him,  and,  shut  off 
from  every  one,  and  everything  that  could  have 
given  him  comfort,  he  perished  miserablv  in  his  guilt  as 
a  branded  Ishmael,  against  whom  every  one's  hand  was 
raised.  It  seems  almost  right  to  say  that  an  end  of 
that  kind  was  fitting  for  one  who  had  been  guilty  of 
such  a  dastardly  and  cruel  crime. 
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I  was  once  sent  for  by  a  firm  of  lawyers  who  practised 
in  a  quiet  little  country  town  situated  in  Norfolk. 
They  wished  to  consult  me,  they  said,  in  a  matter  of 
very  considerable  importance,  and  they  would  feel 
obliged  if  I  would  lose  no  time  in  seeing  them.  I 
therefore  set  off  at  once  from  London,  and  arrived  at 
my  destination  on  the  afternoon  of  a  delightful  summer 
day.  The  country  round  about  was  charming  ;  and  as 
the  light  from  a  cloudless  sky  fell  upon  it,  I  thought  it 
was  as  pretty  a  panorama  as  I  had  seen  for  some  time. 

I  found  that  the  little  town  was  a  restful,  dreamy, 
Sleepy-hollow  sort  of  place;  with  the  grass  growing  up 
between  the  cobble-stones  in  the  High  Street.  The 
Town  Hall  was  an  old  red  brick,  tumble-down  build- 
ing, standing  on  arches  in  the  very  centre  of  the  High 
Street,  and  bearing  date  1617  The  arches  were  the 
common  playground  of  the  arabs,  and  general  meeting- 
place  for  the  men-folk  who  assembled  there  to  smoke 
and  discuss  weighty  affairs  of  State,  and  particularly 
the  affairs  of  their  neighbours.  The  "  oldest  inhabi- 
tant," a  toothless  old  fossil  nigh  on  to  five  score,  was  a 
walking  encyclopaedia  so  far  as  that  particular  strip  of 
country  went,  for  he  had  been  born  there,  and  had  never 
in  the  whole  course  of  his  long  existence  been  more  than 
fifty  miles  away,  except  once  when  he  was  first  married 
and  he  took  "  't'owdoomantoLunnun."  Bufbygomm" 
he  never  went  again;  for  it  "wur  the  wickedest  plaace" 
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as  ever  lie  "  seed,"  and  not  only  was  "  t'owd  oomans 
hankurcher"  stolen,  but  they  actually  took  his  silver 
watch  that  had  belonged  to  his  grandfather,  and  he  had 
heard  his  grandfather  say  himself  that  the  watch  cost 
"  five  punter."  This  interesting  mummy  had  very 
pronounced  views  on  things  in  general,  and  he  was 
decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  world  had  gone  to  the 
devil  since  he  "  wur  a  lad,"  what  "  wi'  new-fangled 
nootions  of  radways,  and  telegraph,  and  such  like 
abominations."  Foak  in  my  day,"  he  exclaimed 
indignantly  in  the  course  of  a  conversation  I  had 
with  him,  "  wur  content  to  ride  in  coachers,  and  didn'd 
want  none  o'  yur  'spress  trains  what  is  allers  a-killing 
somebody."  He  waxed  wroth  when  I  ventured  to 
suggest  that  the  exigencies  of  modern  existence 
necessitated  a  more  rapid  means  of  locomotion  than  that 
which  satisfied  our  grandfathers. 

"  Noa,  noa,"  he   cried,    "  nowt  o'  sort.     What  wur 
good  enough  for  foak  in  my  day  is  good  enough  now 
What  good  does  your  railways  do,  'cept  fill  t'  pockets  o' 
t'  owners  on  'em." 

I  found  that  Mr.  Howden,  the  head  of  the  firm  of 
lawyers  at  whose  request  I  had  gone  down  to  this  out- 
of-the-world  little  place,  was  a  typical  country  lawyer, 
not  very  far  behind  the  "  oldest  inhabitant  "  in  point  of 
age,  but  still  a  hale  man,  with  a  fondness  for  snuff  and 
old  port  wine.  The  modern  fever  of  haste  and  bustle 
had  not  affected  him,  for  he  did  everything  with  a  slow- 
ness and  deliberateness  that  taxed  one's  patience  sorely, 
and  seemed  to  suggest  that  he  had  some  idea  he  was 
going  to  live  for  another  century  or  so.  With  a  great 
deal  of  unnecessary  detail,  and  with  a  round-aboutness 
which  caused  me  to  wonder  if  he  would  ever  come  to  the 
main  point,  he  told  me  the  following  story,  which  I  give 

q  2 
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in    outline    only,    as    being  sufficient   to   indicate   the 
nature  of  the  case  I  was  called  upon  to  investigate. 

Samuel  Jinkinson  bad  been  born  in  the  neighbour- 
hood eighty  years  back.  He  was  the  son  of  the  then 
Squire,  and  was  a  wild  rascal  in  his  youth,  a  portion  of 
which  had  been  spent  in  London,  and  the  other  portion 
in  travelling  abroad.  At  last  he  married  Miss 
Oldcroft,  the  harum-scarum  daughter  of  Oldcroft  the 
miller,  who  had  made  a  bit  of  money,  and  given  his 
"  gal  "  a  fair  proportion  of  it  when  she  married.  Sarah 
Oldcroft,  while  being  regarded  as  the  village  belle,  was 
also  unanimously  voted  to  be  the  worst  of  coquettes  and 
the  most  heartless  of  young  women.  The  village 
croakers,  therefore,  were  not  slow  to  predict  that 
Samuel  Jinkinson  would  soon  find  he  had  made  a 
wrong  choice  ;  nor  were  they  wrong  in  this  particular 
instance,  for  it  was  speedily  made  manifest  that  they 
were  as  ill-sorted  a  couple  as  ever  came  together.  A 
daughter  was  born  and  died  in  her  infancy,  and  then  a 
son  came  and  lived.  When  the  boy  was  only  four 
years  old  the  mother  took  herself  off  and  went  to 
London.  Her  husband  did  not  make  any  efforts  to 
bring  her  back,  but  concentrated  all  his  affections  and 
hopes  on  his  boy,  who  remained  with  him  until  he  was 
fifteen  years  of  age,  when  his  Avife,  through  her 
relations,  succeeded  in  poisoning  the  boy's  mind  against 
his  father,  with  the  result  that  the  lad  went  off  to  his 
mother,  and  Jinkinson  was  broken-hearted.  From  that 
time  he  became  quite  a  changed  man  ;  and  as  the  years 
passed  on  he  grew  into  a  misanthrope,  shunning  his 
acquaintances  and  neighbours,  and  living  an  isolated, 
lonely  life  on  his  estate,  wbich  he  let  out  to  farmers, 
and  proved  one  of  the  most  exacting  of  landlords.  His 
habits  became  those  of  a  miser,  and  while  he  would  no; 
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spend  a  penny  on  improvements,  he  took  good  care  to 
collect  his  dues  to  the  uttermost  farthing.  So  matters 
went  on  for  many  years,  and  he  had  become  a  grumpy, 
soured,  broken  man. 

He  had  taken  up  his  residence  in  a  cottage  which 
stood  in  one  of  his  fields ;  and  a  woman  known  in  the 
village  as  Betsy  Clarke  became  his  housekeeper.  Betsy 
was  the  widow  of  a  farmer,  and  at  the  time  she  entered 
the  service  of  Mr.  Jinkinson  as  his  housekeeper  she  was 
nearly  forty  years  of  age. 

Many  more  years  passed.  Jinkinson  grew  old,  and 
was  familiarly  known  to  all  the  villagers,  and  for  miles 
around,  as  "  Old  Jinks."  As  the  years  gathered  about 
him  he  became  more  crotchety  and  eccentric,  and  his 
miserly  habits  increased.  He  looked  after  his  rents 
with  the  keenness  quite  characteristic  of  the  miser  ;  but 
not  a  penny  piece  would  he  spend  on  his  property, 
except  to  keep  fences  in  repair,  and  even  then  he 
would  haggle  and  quarrel  about  a  halfpenny.  Portions 
of  his  estate  he  subsequently  sold,  realizing  far  more 
than  its  value.  But  it  was  bought  by  a  wealthy 
gentleman  who  came  to  live  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
who  was  anxious  to  extend  his  own  grounds,  which 
adjoined  Jinks's.  And  as  money  was  no  object  to  him, 
and  as  Jinks  would  not  sell  it  until  tempted  by  a  big 
price,  the  land  was  secured. 

Now,  there  was  a  circumstance  in  connection  with 
Jinks  which  sorely  exercised  the  minds  of  the  rural 
population.  What  did  he  do  with  his  money  ?  He 
kept  no  banking  account,  he  spent  very  little,  and  his 
wealth  was  always  increasing.  Before  concluding  the 
bargain  about  the  sale  of  the  land,  he  stipulated  that 
the  purchaser's  lawyers  should  pay  him  the  amount 
agreed  upon  in  coins  of  the  realm.     This  was  done,  and 
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Jinks  carried  the  coins  off  in  a  big  canvas  bag.  Of 
course,  as  was  only  natural,  Betsy  Clarke  was  fre- 
quently asked  what  the  old  fellow  did  with  his  money, 
but  her  invariable  answer  was — 

"  What's  the  use  'er  asking  me?  I  ain't  got  nothink 
to  do  wi'  it.  And  the  old  man  don't  make  me  his 
banker." 

People  believed  as  much  of  this  as  they  liked  ;  and 
it  was  considered  most  unlikely  that  Betsy  could  live 
as  long  as  she  had  done  with  the  old  man  and  be 
entirely  ignorant  of  the  manner  in  which  he  disposed 
of  his  money  Many  nasty  things  were  ^aid  about  her, 
and  hints  were  freely  dropped  about  her  looking  after 
her  own  ends  and  feathering  her  own  nest,  &c. ;  for 
spiteful  folk  are  to  be  found  everywhere.  However,  as 
Jinks  never  complained  about  his  housekeeper,  and. 
indeed,  seemed  perfectly  satisfied,  no  one  else  had  any 
right  to  interfere.  But  still,  curiosity  ran  high,  though 
it  was  never  gratified. 

So  the  years  sped,  and  Jinks's  hair  became  snow- 
white,  his  cheeks  hollow,  his  form  bent,  and  his  foot- 
steps halting  and  feeble.  With  advancing  age  his 
miserly  habits,  if  anything,  increased,  and  it  was 
currently  rumoured  that  he  and  old  Betsy  lived  on  a 
few  pence  a  day,  and  that  fires  and  lights  of  any  kind 
in  the  house  were  almost  unknown.  The  money, 
therefore,  went  on  accumulating  ;  but  what  became  of 
it  ?  Not  a  penny  piece  would  the  old  man  give  away. 
And  he  did  not  spend  a  hundredth  part  of  what  he 
received. 

When  he  was  about  seventy-five  years  of  age  he  began 
to  think  that  his  sands  were  nearly  run  out,  and  one  day 
he  called  on  the  firm  of  lawyers  of  which  Mr.  Howden 
was  the  head,  and,  requesting  that  he  might  see  this 
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gentleman  in  private,  he  told  him— having  first 
exacted  a  promise  of  secrecy  from  him— that  he  wished 
to  make  a  will. 

As  may  be  supposed,  Mr.  Howden  was  much  sur- 
prised, and  asked  old  Jinks  to  whom  he  was  going  to 
leave  his  money. 

"  To  my  son,"  was  the  old  fellow's  answer.  "  He  is 
an  ingrate,  and  has  never  been  near  me  since  he  went 
away ;  but,  then,  I  cannot  take  my  money  into  the  grave, 
and  I've  no  one  else  to  leave  it  to.  Besides,  he  is  my 
son  after  all,"  the  old  man  added  pathetically. 

Mr.  Howden  asked  him  if  he  knew  where  his  son  was, 
but  he  said  he  did  not,  though  he  considered  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  finding  him. 

"  And  will  you  leave  him  everything  ?  "  Mr.  Howden 
inquired. 

"  Everything,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Without  any  restrictions  ?  " 

"  Without  any  restrictions  whatever." 

Mr.  Howden  next  ventured  to  hint  that  perhaps  Mr. 
Jinkinson  would  like  to  acknowledge  the  long  and  faith- 
ful services  of  his  housekeeper  in  some  way.  But  on 
this  the  old  man  got  raspy,  and  said — 

"  Don't  you  bother  about  Betsy.  I'll  see  that  Betsy 
doesn't  want  for  anything,  and  before  I  die  I'll  give 
her  good  honest  coin  of  the  realm,  so  that  she  won't  be 
bothered  with  any  of  you  lawyers." 

This  remark  suggested  to  Mr.  Howden  to  remind  his 
strange  client  that,  according  to  common  rumour,  he 
kept  no  banking  account,  and  that  he  must  have  his 
money  hoarded  somewhere.  Upon  this  old  Jinks 
smiled,  as  though  he  considered  a  great  compliment  had 
been  paid  to  him,  and,  with  a  knowing  wink,  he 
answered — 
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"  Well,  of  course,  if  you  don't  know  where  to  find 
the  money  you  could  not  give  it  to  my  son,  coiild  you  ? 
But  you  can  make  your  mind  easy;  it  will  be  all 
right," 

The  lawyer  urged  upon  him  the  importance  of  reveal- 
ing his  hiding-place,  as  otherwise  there  might  be 
considerable  trouble  ;  and  at  last,  after  much  pondering, 
old  Jinks  wrote  on  a  slip  of  paper,  which  he  made 
Howden  promise  faithfully  he  would  keep  a  secret  until 
the  time  came  to  use  the  money,  that  he  had  accumulated 
a  sum  of  nearly  forty  thousand  pounds  in  notes  and 
gold,  and  that  the  money  was  tied  up  in  a  sack,  which 
was  caref  idly  stowed  away  in  a  little  loft  over  his  bed- 
room, and  the  only  access  to  the  loft  was  by  a  trap-door 
in  the  ceiling  of  his  room.  Every  night  before  he 
retired  he  climbed  up  into  the  loft  to  see  that  his  money 
was  all  right,  and  the  ladder  he  used  for  getting  up 
to  the  loft  he  kept  underneath  the  boards  in  his  room. 
He  had  arranged  two  of  the  boards  so  that  he  could  lift 
them  with  the  greatest  ease,  and  over  the  boards  he 
had  spread  a  piece  of  carpet.  He  flattered  himself  that 
no  living  suul  knew  of  his  hiding-place,  not  even  hi? 
housekeeper ;  and  in  order  to  throw  her  off  the  scent  he 
had  frequently  displayed  bef ore  her  a  wooden  bucket,  in 
which  he  kept  a  few  hundred  pounds  in  gold,  and  this 
bucket  was  kept  concealed  in  a  disused  and  perfectly  dry 
well  in  the  orchard. 

Such  was  the  story  as  told  by  old  Jinks,  and  as  the 
lawyer  knew  that  he  had  been  hoarding  and  accum- 
lating  for  very  many  years,  there  was  no  reason  what- 
ever to  doubt  his  statement  as  to  the  amount.  A  will 
was  therefore  carefully  prepared,  and  by  it  everything 
was  left  to  the  son,  or,  in  the  event  of  his  death  and  his 
leaving  children  I  ehind  him,  it  was  to  go  to  the  children. 
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But  failing  children,  the  money  was  to  be  used  for 
building  and  endowing  an  orphan  asylum,  which  was  to 
be  erected  on  the  old  man's  land,  and  was  to  be  known 
for  all  time  as  "  Jinkinson's  Home." 

These  details  and  wishes  of  the  testator  were  set  forth 
with  great  preciseness,  and  the  will  was  drawn  up  with 
a  view  of  avoiding  any  subsequent  misunderstanding. 
And,  at  last,  all  being  right  and  in  perfect  order,  it  was 
duly  signed  and  attested ;  one  of  the  witnesses,  by  the 
old  man's  request,  being  Betsy  Clarke,  his  housekeeper. 

So  far,  then,  all  was  well,  and  old  Jinks  seemed 
highly  satisfied  with  what  he  had  done,  and  in  the 
lawyer's  hearing  said — 

"  Now,  if  my  son  would  only  come  and  see  me  I 
should  die  happy." 

Whereupon  Mr.  Howden  suggested  that  the  son 
should  be  found,  and  requested  to  come  and  see  his 
father.  But  on  this  Jinks  flared  with  anger  and 
exclaimed — 

"  No,  no  !  If  he  won't  come  of  his  own  free  will,  he 
sha'n't  come  at  all.  And  when  he  has  my  money  after 
I'm  dead  it  will  be  like  gall  and  wormwood  to  him,  and 
his  conscience  will  prick  him  as  long  as  he  lives." 

This  was  a  strange  idea  of  Jinks  ;  but  as  no  one  had 
any  interest  in  contradicting  him,  he  had  his  way,  and 
about  a  vear  later  he  died  suddenly  of  sheer  old  age. 
He  was  known  to  have  become  very  feeble  six  months 
before  his  death,  and  for  three  months  his  familiar 
figure  had  been  missed  from  the  village  ;  but  until 
Betsy  Clarke  gave  the  information  that  he  was  dead,  no 
one  had  any  idea  that  he  had  passed  away  to  his  eternal 
rest.  As  no  medical  man  had  attended  him,  an  inquest 
and  post-mortem  became  necessary ;  but  this  left  no 
doubt  about  his  having  died  from  extreme  age. 


234  WANTED  1 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Howden  heard  of  old  Jinks's  decease, 
he  lost  no  time  in  proceeding  with  his  son  and  his  two 
business  partners  to  Jinks's  house,  in  order  to  secure 
the  money,  and  place  it  in  the  bank,  but  no  money  was 
found  in  the  loft.  And  when  Betsy  heard  what  they 
had  come  about,  she  smiled  and  told  them  she  knew 
where  the  old  man's  money  was,  and  led  them  to  the 
well,  where,  sure  enough,  in  a  bucket,  a  sum  of  a  little 
over  a  thousand  pounds  in  gold  and  silver  was  found. 
That  was  all  in  accord  with  what  Jinks  had  told  the 
lawyer;  but  it  was  absolutely  certain  that  it  did  not 
represent  all  the  testator  possessed.  Betsy  pleaded 
entire  ignorance  of  any  other  place  of  concealment, 
and  declared  that  old  Jinks  had  always  given  her  to 
understand  he  kept  his  money  in  the  well,  and  she  had 
never  seen  him  put  any  anywhere  else. 

On  the  face  of  it,  it  seemed  absurd  to  suppose  that  the 
old  man,  after  a  generation  and  more  of  scraping  and 
hoarding,  had  died  worth  only  about  a  thousand  pounds. 
It  was  well  known  what  his  proj)erty  brought  in,  and, 
besides  his  annual  income,  there  was  the  large  sum  he 
had  received  for  the  sale  of  a  portion  of  his  estate. 
What  had  become  of  that  ? 

A  most  exhaustive  search  was  made  of  the  premises,  but 
without  any  result.  Nothing  further  was  forthcoming, 
and  so  from  lip  to  lip  was  bandied  the  question — 

"  What  has  become  of  old  Jinks's  money  ?  " 

Mr.  Howden  was  convinced  in  his  own  mind  that 
Jinks  had  not  deceived  him,  and  he  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  the  money  had  been  stolen  ;  and  though  his 
suspicions  fell  upon  Betsy  Clarke,  he  could  not  get  a 
shred  of  proof  to  support  him,  and  in  the  dilemma  he 
sent  for  me  ;  for  it  was  a  serious  business,  as  until  the 
money  was  found  the  provisions  of  the  will  could  not  be 
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carried  out,  though  steps  were  at  once  taken  to  trace  the 
heir. 

Such  was  the  story  and  particulars  I  got  from  Mr. 
Howden,  and  I  could  hardly  have  done  otherwise  than 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Betsy  Clarke  was  not 
so  ignorant  of  where  the  money  was  as  she  pretended  to 
be.     I  therefore  sought  an  interview  with  her. 

She  was  an  old,  cross-grained  woman,  surly  and  sour, 
as  well  she  might  be,  after  the  many  years  of  hermit- 
like life  she  had  passed  with  the  miserly  old  Jinks, 
whose  parsimony  led  him  to  deny  himself  and  her  any- 
thing that  was  not  absolutely  necessary  to  keep  body 
and  soul  together.  And  yet,  strangely  enough,  he  had 
lived  a  good  deal  beyond  the  allotted  span ,  and  she  was 
turned  seventy.  So  that  it  seemed  as  if  hard  fare, 
together  with  cheerlessness  and  discomfort,  had  not 
tended  to  shorten  their  lives. 

I  was  by  no  means  struck  with  Betsy.  She  gave  me 
the  impression  of  leing  a  shifty  and  untruthful  old 
woman,  and  notwithstanding  that  she  had  been  so  long 
in  his  service,  she  had  not  a  good  word  to  say  for  him. 

"  But  did  he  not  leave  you  anything  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  he  gave  me  a  paltry  five  hundred  pounds 
a  few  days  afore  he  died.  But  then,  I  suppose,  it  will 
do  me  my  time,  and  keep  me  out  of  the  workhouse." 

"  When  you  knew  he  was  likely  to  die,  why  didn't 
you  get  medical  advice  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  know  he  was  a-dying,"  she  growled. 
"  Fact  is,  he'd  been  a-djdng  for  many  years  according 
to  his  own  account,  and  I'd  come  to  think  he  would  live 
longer  than  I  should." 

"  But  still,  you  must  have  seen  at  last  that  he  was 
going.  Why  did  you  let  him  die  without  any  one  know- 
ing even  that  he  was  near  his  end  P  " 
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"  He  would  not  let  me  tell  any  one,  and  he  would  not 
have  a  doctor.  He  hated  doctors.  He  said  as  they 
was  all  a  parcel  o'  ignorant  quacks,  what  took  your 
money,  and  did  nothing  for  you." 

'*  But  still,  in  justice  to  yourself,  you  ought  to  have 
got  assistance,"  I  urged. 

"  Perhaps  I  should,  but  we  ain't  always  got  our  wits 
about  us.  If  I'd  a-knowed  as  he  was  really  a-dying,  I'd 
a-got  assistance  for  him,  for  I  wur  worrit  enough,  I  can 
tell  you." 

After  this  interview  I  felt  sure  that  even  if  Betsy  did 
not  know  anything  about  Jinks's  money,  she  was  an 
artful  and  untruthful  woman.  But  the  fact  is.  I 
strongly  suspected  that  she  did  know.  If  this  was  true, 
however,  it  was  very  evident  that  she  must  have  had  a 
confederate.  Perhaps  more  than  one ;  for  if  there  was 
as  much  specie  as  the  testator  gave  his  lawyer  to  under- 
stand there  was,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  remove, 
except  by  small  quantities  at  a  time ;  or  if  taken 
away  in  bulk,  it  would  have  necessitated  two  or  three 
strong  men.  I  therefore  began  to  make  careful  inquiries 
as  to  what  relatives  or  acquaintances  Betsy  had.  Of 
acquaintances — except  one  of  the  most  casual  kind — she 
seemed  to  have  none,  for  she  had  kept  herself  as  secluded 
as  her  master  had  done.  But  I  ascertained  that  in  the 
town  of  Norwich  she  had  a  daughter  and  son-in-law 
living,  and  they  had  several  children,  all  of  them  grown 
up.  The  daughter's  name  was  Carmichael,  and  her 
husband  had  for  some  years  been  steward  to  Sir  Joseph 
Paterson,  the  M.P  But  on  Sir  Joseph's  death 
Carmichael  was  thrown  out  of  employment ;  and  since 
then  he  had  earned  a  precarious  living  by  giving  lessons 
on  the  violin,  an  instrument  that  he  had  learned  to  play 
exceedingly  well.     There  is  no  doubt  that  he  and  his 
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wife  and  a  grown-up  son,  who  was  consumptive)  and 
lived  with  them,  had  suffered  a  good  deal  of  hardship 
and  privation.  But  it  came  to  my  knowledge  that 
Betsy  occasionally  visited  them ;  and  whenever  she  did  so 
she  always  left  something  behind. 

Up  to  this  point  there  was  nothing  that  justified 
suspicion  attaching  itself  to  the  Oarmichaels,  although 
they  were  the  only  rein  lives  Betsy  had,  and  the  only 
people  she  visited.  Therefore,  unless  she  herself  had 
stolen  old  Jinks's  money  Utile  by  little,  and  had  hidden 
it  away  somewhere,  and  had  told  her  secret  to  no  living 
being,  she  must  have  had  assistance  ;  and  who  were  more 
likely  to  have  been  taken  into  her  confidence  than  the 
Oarmichaels  ?  Of  course  there  was  the  other  alternative, 
which  was  that  Jinks  had  not  hoarded  any  money 
But  the  reader  will  see  for  himself  how  utterly  improb- 
able that  was,  having  regard  to  the  very  considerable 
income  he  was  known  to  derive  from  his  property-  So 
I  dismissed  the  idea  as  one  that  was  wholly  untenable, 
and  worked  upon  the  assumption  that  Betsy  had  a 
guilty  secret,  which  I  resolved  to  find  out,  and  to  that 
end  I  set  a  very  careful  watch  on  the  Oarmichaels' 
actions,  feeling  perfectly  sure  that  if  they  had  possessed 
themselves  of  the  money,  they  would  sooner  or  later 
commit  some  act  which  would  betray  them. 

I  may  mention,  as  fully  testifying  to  old  Jinks's 
accuracy  of  detail,  on  this  occasion  of  visiting  Mr. 
Howden  about  the  will,  that  the  ladder  he  had  spoken 
of  as  being  under  his  floor  in  his  bedroom  was  duly 
found  there  ;  and  the  woodwork  about  the  trap-door, 
that  gave  access  to  the  loft,  bore  every  sign  of  some  one 
having  frequently  passed  up  and  down.  So  far,  then, 
everything  turned  out  exactly  as  he  had  said,  with  the 
exception  of  the  bag  of  money  being  in  the  loft. 
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For  some  weeks,  in  spite  of  the  utmost  vigilance,  I 
was  unable  to  obtain  the  faintest  clue  calculated  to  aid 
me  in  any  way.  In  the  meantime  Jinks' s  son  had  been 
found.  He  had  passed  middle  life.  His  mother  had 
been  dead  many  years,  and  he  was  married  and  the  father 
of  a  large  family,  but  was  in  easy  circumstances,  for  he 
was  in  business  as  a  saddle  and  harness  maker  on  his  own 
account,  and  had  a  very  good  connection.  This  fact, 
however,  did  not  render  him  less  eager  to  obtain  his 
father's — old  Jinks's — money  according  to  his  rights,  if 
it  could  be  found. 

Old  Betsy  Clarke  left  the  neighbourhood  soon  after 
Jinks's  funeral,  and  took  up  her  residence  with  the 
Carmichaels  in  Norwich,  and  about  three  months  later 
I  learned  that  Carmichael  had  been  to  Liverpool, 
making  inqiiiries  as  to  the  cost  of  passage  for  himself 
and  family  to  New  Zealand ;  and  shortly  after  he  set 
about  trying  to  let  his  house,  upon  which  he  had  an 
unexpired  lease  of  six  years  to  run. 

These  circumstances  seemed  to  me  suspicious,  and  I 
shadowed  him  more  closely  than  ever.  In  consequence, 
it  came  to  my  knowledge  that  Mrs.  Carmichael  had 
been  up  to  London  making  extensive  purchases  of 
clothing  and  other  things  for  the  family;  while  her 
husband  had  been  discharging  some  long-standing 
liabilities  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had  paid  a 
hundred  and  twenty  guineas  for  a  Stradivarius  violin, 
which  he  had  long  coveted,  and  which  had  been  in 
possession  of  a  well-known  collector  in  Norwich.  Now, 
for  a  man  who  had  long  been  steeped  in  poverty  to 
suddenly  launch  out  like  this  pointed  ominously  to 
there  being  something  that  was  not  fair  and  above 
board.  Of  course,  I  did  not  overlook  the  possibility 
that  he  was  drawing  the  money  from  his  mother-in-law. 
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But,  if  [lint  wore  really  the  ease,  it  did  not  seem  to  mo 
in  aeoord  with  common  sense  that  ho  would  liave  rushed 
into  such  lavish  expenditure.  The  ability  to  pay  so 
largo  a  price  as  one  hundred  and  twonty  guineas  for  a 
violin  certainly  argued  possession  of  a  good  deal  moro. 
There  was  another  suspicions  olotnont,  tho  valuo  of 
which  I  duly  weighed.  Tie  kept  no  banking  account, 
and  all  his  payments  woro  made  in  cash,  tho  violin 
being  paid  for  in  sovereigns.  With  those  facts  before 
me,  I  took  counsel  with  tho  looul  authorities,  and  it  was 
decided  that  there  was  sufficient  evidence  to  go  before 
a  magistrate  with,  and  apply  for  a  warrant  to  search 
Oarmiohael's  house,  on  suspicion  of  his  being  in  unlaw- 
ful possession  of  stolen  money.  The  warrant  was  accord- 
ingly granted,  and  my  appearance  at  tho  Oarmiehaels', 
and  my  demand  in  tho  name  of  the  law  to  searoh 
thoir  house  was  like  tho  shock  of  a  thunderbolt  to  them. 
Their  agitation  and  reluctance  to  comply  with  my 
lernand  betrayed  guilty  knowledge  of  some  kind. 
Plien  I  felt  sure  T  was  on  the  right  track,  and  in  less 
than  half  an  hour  I  discovered  in  the  eoal -collar,  well 
covered  up  with  coals,  a  coarse  canvas  sack  containing  a 
very  largo  sum  of  money.  As  (krmichaol  could  not 
account  for  the  possession  of  this  he  was  arrested,  and, 
the  little  game  being  thus  spoiled,  ho  confessed  that  at 
his  mother-in-law's  request  ho  had  gradually  removed 
tho  money  from  Jinks's  loft  during  the  time  that  the 
old  man  lay  insensible. 

Betsy  Clarke  had,  with  extreme  artfulness,  arranged 
th©  whole  plan.  When  she  found  that  tho  old  man  had 
made  a  will  leaving  his  hoard  of  gold  to  his  unworthy 
and  ungrateful  son,  it  made  her  furious,  for  she  con- 
sidered that  if  any  ono  had  a  right  to  it  she  had,  after 
her  many  years  of  service  with  Jinks.    Morally,  it  might 
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have  been  argued  that  she  was  justified  in  this  belief ; 
but  legally,  of  course,  she  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
But  so  great  was  the  shock  and  disappointment  to  her, 
that  she  took  to  her  bed,  and  in  six  weeks'  time  was 
dead.  What  money  she  had  in  her  own  right,  she  left 
to  her  son-in-law,  and  out  of  it  he  made  good  what  had 
been  spent  of  the  stolen  money ;  and  in  consideration  of 
the  peculiarity  of  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  and 
in  the  belief  that  he  had  been  instigated  to  remove  the 
money  by  his  mother-in-law,  he  got  off  with  the  light 
punishment  of  three  months'  imprisonment  for  unlawful 
possession.  I  was  really  sorry  for  Carmichael,  as  up  to 
then  he  had  borne  an  irreproachable  character ;  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  heir  had  been  a  drinker  for 
years,  and  was  by  no  means  either  a  model  father  or  a 
good  husband.  However,  those  ware  matters  outside 
the  cognisance  of  the  law,  and  could  not  be  taken  into 
account.  He  was  lawfully  entitled  to  old  Jmks's  money, 
and  got  it.  Whether  it  brought  him  happiness  or  not, 
and  enabled  him  to  leave  the  world  better  than  he  found 
it,  I  cannot  say. 
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So.vji-,  yi:;iiK  nj/o  notice  wns  sent,  down  to  Heollnnd 
V.'H'fl  from  the  Mini,  :i,u1,lioril  les  Ihnf  a  vt-ry  large 
quantify  of  spurious  coin  was  in  circulation  over  the 
kingdom,  ;uul  there  wns  reason  to  believe  thai,  those 
coins  wen:  being  manul'nel  ured  in  London.  A  request 
wns  therefore,  made  that  the  mo;  I  energetic  steps  might 
bo  taken  lo  slop  the  milking;  of  flic  coin:-;,  and  to  bring 
the  guilly  pnrfies  lo  justice.  Specimens  of  the  coins 
neeornpnnied  liic  communion)  ion.  They  consisted  of 
six  purines,  shillings,  florins,  hnlf-erowns,  and  live-shilling 
pieces.  [  bave  already  staled  in  :i,nol  her  pari,  of  I  lie  book 
1,1 1 fit,  it  is  very  rnroly  flic  e;i,se  flint  flic  profession;d  coiner 
ventures  lo  imilafe  sovereigns  or  half-sovereigns,  owing 
to  the  dillien  II  ics  lie  has  to  encounter.  firstly,  as 
regards  flic  colour,  and  secondly,  as  regn  rds  flic  general 
gef-up,  for  Hie  render  need  sen  reel  y  he  reminded  Unit 
Spurious  cold  coins  nre  more  easily  delected  limn  silver 
ones  ;  consequently,  1  here  is  grenfer  risk,nnd  flic  capital 
re,(|iiire,(l  to  be  invested  is  vevy  considerable.  Of  course, 
even  spurious  silver  coins  require  a  pretty  Inrge  plant, 
so  that  flie  rascals  who  go  in  for  the  business  need 
money  to  begin  with. 

As  I  had  had  a  good  deal  of  experience  in  bringing 
smashers  to  hook,  I  was  requested  to  go  info  the  mafler 
in  the  present  inslanee,  iiikI  fry  to  gel,  on  I, lie  track  of 
the  crimirifils.  The  coins  that  hud  been  scnl  to  us  were 
really  very  good,  specimens  of  their  kind,  and  were 
made    with    so    much    skill    and     euro    that   Iho    casual 
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observer  was  very  likely  to  be  deceived  by  their  appear- 
ance. One  of  the  greatest  difficulties  in  regard  to 
spurious  money  is  to  produce  a  coin  that  will  sound  well 
when  rung.  Generally  speaking,  they  have  a  dull,  dead 
sound  that  at  once  betrays  them.  But  in  this  case  the 
sound  was  exceedingly  good,  and  four  people  out  of 
every  five  would  have  pronounced  them  genuine.  Then 
again,  to  obtain  the  necessary  hardness  is  another  sore 
obstacle  to  the  coiner ;  for  it  need  scarcely  be  said  that 
a  coin  that  would  bend  and  break  between  the  fingers 
would  be  of  little  use.  But  here  again  a  wonderful 
amount  of  success  had  been  obtained,  and  no  amount  of 
ordinary  finger-pressure  could  alter  the  shape  of  the 
coins ;  while  as  to  colour,  milling,  and  stamping,  they 
were  as  near  the  genuine  thing  as  they  could  well  be  as 
imitations.  Under  a  powerful  magnifying-glass  they 
showed  very  serious  defects,  which  to  the  practised  eye 
were  sufficient  to  at  once  pronounce  them  spurious. 
And  then  their  weight  was  in  no  case  accurate.  But 
these  were  points  which  in  an  ordinary  way  were  not 
likely  to  lead  to  detection. 

Now,  it  was  perfectly  clear  to  my  mind,  from  a  con- 
sideration of  the  details  I  have  enumerated,  that  these 
coins  had  been  made  by  experts  in  the  business,  for 
they  had  been  turned  out  in  a  thoroughly  workmanlike 
style,  and  could  not  have  been  got  up  in  the  way  they 
were  by  mere  tyros  at  the  trade.  This  in  itself  was 
significant,  as  it  enabled  me  to  determine  that  we  had 
to  contend  with  some  old  and  practised  hands.  There 
is  another  point  in  connection  with  the  smasher's  art. 
He  seldom  works  alone;  that  is  if  he  goes  in  for  it 
extensively,  for  one  man  cannot  do  all  that  is  required. 
He  must  have  confederates.  And  as  a  chain  is  no 
stronger  than  its  weakest  link,  so  a  gang  of  rascals  who 


THE   PRINCE    OP  SMASHERS.  243 

havo  combined  together  to  cheat  and  swindle  Iheir 
fellow-men  is  liable  at  any  moment  to  bo  betrayed  by 
olio  ol'  iln  hall-hearted  and  weak-minded  members. 
Now,  it  in  an  axiom  with  us  that  simli  a  member  is 
alwa.yn  to  bo  found  in  a  gang,  and  tint  (hing  in  to  get 
hold  ol'  him.  What.  I  inea.n  to  nay  in,  iha.f  it  is 
relatively  easier  to  bring  a  gang  ol'  marauders  to  hook, 
tha.n  a.  single  olio.  Bearing  1,1 1 in  in  mind,  and  feeling 
euuvinoed  (hat  I  had  to  dial  with  numbers,  I  was 
sanguine  ol'  being  able  lo  run  them  to  earth. 

|je|  il,  ho  remembered  that  at  thin  tinio  I  liad  not  the 
very  I'aintent  clue  to  the  criminals,  no  thai  at  the  begin- 
ning it  was  groping  in  the  dark.  But  of  one  thing  I 
was  sure,  and  thai,  was  that  thoy  wore  no  ordinary 
criminals,  hut  had  gone  into  business  on  an  exlonnivo 
scale  ;  and  it  was  obvious  that  they  had  both  plant  and 
money.  Perhaps  I  need  scarcely  remark  that  "  smash- 
ing "-  as  false  coining  is  termed  in  the  argot  of  the 
shuns  is  a,  prolitablo  business //' if  can  only  bo  carried 
out  on  an  extensive  scale.  But  nolo  the  italicized  "if." 
That  is  a,  very  big  "  if"  indeed,  for  the  risks  are  so  "'real , 
and  the  penalties  on  conviction  so  heavy,  that  it  is  only 
I  he  most  daring  and  reckless  who  will  go  in  for  it. 
Still,  there  are  men  who,  in  I  heir  greed  for  gain,  will 
run  the  risks,  and  ho  every  now  and  then  we  hear  oil 
bad  money  being  put  info  circulation. 

On  applying  to  (he  Mint  authorities,  I.  found  that 
I  hey  were  without  any  information  likely  to  be  of 
use  in  aiding  me.  They  bused  their  beli.-f  that  the 
coinn  were  being  manufactured  in  London  on  the  fact 
that  they  had  had  no  complaints  from  any  oilier  part 
of  the  country.  The  coins  they  bad  eolleelod  had  been 
sent  in  by  pooplo  who  had  boon  victimized  ;  and  as  it 
ia  only  a  very  small  porcontago  of  victims  who  send  the 
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coins  in  on  such  occasions,  it  followed  as  a  logical  con- 
clusion that  operations  on  a  pretty  extended  scale  were 
being  carried  out  by  the  enterprising  smashers. 

For  some  weeks  I  sought,  but  in  vain,  to  get  a  clue, 
until  at  last  I  heard  that  a  young  woman  had  tendered 
a  spurious  five-shilling  piece  to  a  shopkeeper  in  Chelsea. 
The  woman  had  been  detained,  but  it  was  found  that 
she  Avas  a  highly  respectable  servant  in  a  family  in  the 
neighbourhood,  as  her  mistress  had  sent  her  with  the 
five-shilling  piece  to  make  some  small  purchases.  I 
lost  no  time  in  seeing  the  mistress.  She  was  a  widow 
lady,  and  she  informed  me  that  she  had  received  the 
five-shilling  piece  in  change  for  a  sovereign  which  she 
had  tendered  in  order  to  pay  for  some  fish  she  had 
purchased  at  a  fishmonger's.  To  the  fishmonger 
accordingly  I  hied  my  way,  and  there  inquiry  revealed 
the  fact  that  one  of  his  men,  who  had  been  to  Billings- 
gate that  morning  to  buy  fish,  had  received  the  coin 
from  a  salesman  in  the  market ;  and  the  salesman  I 
found  remembered  having  taken  it  at  a  neighbouring 
coffee-house,  where  he  had  had  his  breakfast.  It  was 
given  to  him  with  change  for  half-a-sovereign.  The 
coffee-house  people,  Avho  did  a  large  trade  in  the 
morning  during  the  market  hours,  could  not  remember 
where  they  had  got  the  five-shilling  piece.  It  had 
evidently  been  given  to  them  by  a  customer. 

Thus  far  I  was  enabled  to  trace  the  career  of  this 
interesting  coin.  But  beyond  that  point  I  could  not 
then  go.  I  took  it  as  a  sign,  however,  that  probably 
the  smashers  were  at  work  in  the  neighbourhood,  taking 
advantage  of  the  bustle  and  business  of  the  morning, 
during  the  market  time,  to  get  rid  of  the  bad  money. 
I  therefore  caused  an  intimation  to  be  given  to  the 
various  salesmen,  as  well  as  the  coffee-house   keepers 
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round  about,  to  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  the  money  they 
received,  and  in  a  few  days  confirmation  of  my  surmise 
was  received,  for  I  learnt  that  several  bad  shillings  and 
sixpences  had  been  passed,  though  by  whom  there  was 
no  evidence  forthcoming.  This  caused  me  to  redouble 
my  vigilance  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  one  afternoon 
word  was  hurriedly  brought  to  me  that  a  woman  had 
tendered  a  bad  five-shilling  piece  in  a  coffee-shop,  and 
the  people  had  detained  her  pending  my  arrival. 

I  found  the  woman  to  be  a  decently-clad  person  of 
middle  age,  who  apparently  was  in  the  deepest  distress. 
She  represented  herself  as  the  wife  of  a  working  man, 
living  in  Kent  Street,  Borough,  and  she  said  she  had  got 
the  money  from  her  husband,  who  was  a  labourer,  and 
it  had  been  paid  to  him  as  part  of  his  wages.  In  order 
to  test  the  truth  of  this  story,  I  accompanied  her  to  her 
home,  which  was  an  unusually  well-furnished  place  for 
the  district.  But  her  husband,  I  ascertained,  instead  of 
being  a  working  man,  was  a  loafer  with  no  fixed  means 
of  earning  his  living.  He  averred  that  he  had  taken 
the  coin  somewhere  as  part  change  for  a  sovereign, 
though  where  he  could  not  remember.  This,  of  course, 
was  very  suspicious,  and,  apart  from  that,  he  could  not 
be  described  as  one  of  the  "horny  handed."  His 
appearance  was  more  suggestive  of  a  skilled  artisan  in 
some  light  trade  ;  and  I  discovered  by  persistent  inquiry 
that  he  was  a  watchmaker  by  trade.  He  seemed  to  be 
unusually  shrewd  and  intelligent,  though  not  educated. 
He  was  known  in  the  neighbourhood  as  Richard 
Worboys.  As  far  as  I  could  learn,  there  was  no 
criminal  record  against  him,  and  as  I  felt  that  in  the 
present  instance  there  might  be  some  difficulty  in 
sustaining  a  charge,  and  that  if  he  were  arrested,  his 
associates,  if  he  had  any,  would  take  fright,  and  so  the 
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ends  of  justice  might  be  defeated,  I  resolved  not  to 
arrest  him,  but  simply  to  caution  him  that  he  must  be 
more  careful  for  the  future. 

It  must  be  understood  that  I  was  strongly  of  opinion 
that  through  this  man  I  had  struck  a  trail.  I  had  seen 
enough  to  warrant  me  in  supposing  that  he  was  a  rascal, 
but  the  tool  of  others,  and  so  I  decided  to  shadow  him. 
About  a  fortnight  later  I  followed  him  to  Yictoria 
Railway  Station.  It  was  in  the  evening,  and  he  took  a 
ticket  for  Boulogne.  For  a  man  of  his  class  and  stamp 
to  go  to  France  was  in  itself  a  suspicious  circumstance, 
and  appeared  to  me  to  point  to  some  guilty  knowledge. 
Need  I  say,  therefore,  that  I  accompanied  him  to  French 
soil,  and  the  following  morning  saw  him  enter  a  small 
villa  a  little  way  out  of  the  town,  and  facing  the  sea. 
This  villa  was  in  the  occupation  of  an  Englishman  who 
was  described  as  a  retired  schoolmaster,  and,  as  he  had 
apparently  plenty  of  money  and  paid  his  way,  he  was 
much  respected.  He  was  represented  as  being  married, 
and  his  wife  and  a  son  lived  with  him.  The  name  he 
was  known  by  was  William  Herman,  and  he  had 
occupied  the  villa  for  about  a  year. 

Of  course,  I  had  no  authority  to  prefer  any  charge 
against  Herman  ;  and  even  if  I  had,  the  French  police 
would  not  have  listened  to  it  unless  I  had  been  in  a 
position  to  furnish  them  with  proof,  and  at  that  moment 
I  had  no  proof,  though  my  suspicions  were  strengthened. 
That  afternoon  I  had  the  opportunity  of  observing  Mr. 
Herman.  He  and  his  visitor  Worboys  from  London 
went  out  for  a  stroll  on  the  beach.  Herman  was  a  tall, 
gentlemanly-looking  man  with  grey  hair  and  whiskers, 
and  his  eyes  were  concealed  with  a  pair  of  large  blue 
glasses.  But  whether  they  were  worn  merely  as  a  disguise, 
or  on  account  of  weak  eyes,  I  could  not  then  determine. 
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Worboys  spent  three  days  at  Boulogne,  and  then  took 
his  departure  for  London,  and  again  I  accompanied 
him,  Within  a  week  of  his  return  I  caught  his  wife  in 
the  act  of  trying  to  palm  off  a  spurious  five- shilling 
piece  on  an  unsuspecting  shopkeeper  in  South  London, 
and  now  I  had  no  hesitation  in  arresting  her.  That 
done,  I  procured  a  warrant  to  search  her  husband's 
house,  with  the  result  that  I  found  under  the  boards  of  a 
bedroom,  and  between  the  floor  and  the  ceiling,  spurious 
silver  coins  representing  about  twenty-five  pounds. 
This  was  a  most  important  discovery,  but  I  was  sure 
that  "Worboys  was  only  a  tool,  and  that  the  arch-villain 
was  the  person  representing  himself  as  William  Herman 
who  lived  in  Boulogne.  So,  having  secured  Worboys 
and  his  wife,  I  posted  off  to  Boulogne,  and  sought  an 
interview  with  Mr.  Herman.  I  knew  that  if  he  was 
what  I  suspected  him  to  be,  I  should  have  to  deal 
cautiously  with  him,  and  so  I  opened  the  ball  by 
saying— 

"  A  pal  of  mine  has  sent  me  to  you,  Mr.  Herman." 

He  seemed  a  little  astonished,  and  I  knew  that  he  was 
scrutinizing  me  through  his  blue  glasses. 

"  Indeed  !  "  he  answered;  "  and  pray  who  is  your  pal, 
as  you  are  pleased  to  term  him  ?  "  He  laid  great  stress 
on  the  word  "  pal,"  as  though  he  had  great  contempt 
for  the  slang. 

"  He  is  Mr.  Worboys,"  I  answered  meekly. 

"  Worboys — Worboys  ?  "  he  muttered.  "  Oh  yes,  I 
think  I  once  knew  a  person  by  that  name." 

"  He  told  me  I  should  find  you  square,"  I  remarked. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked  sharply,  and  with 
well-assumed  indignation ;  and  I  saw  that  I  was  in  the 
presence  of  a  cautious,  calculating  rascal,  though  I  felt 
confident  I  should  trap  him,  for  I  had  not  the  slightest 
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doubt  lie  was  an  adventurer.  So,  although  we  were 
alone,  I  lowered  my  voice  to  a  confidential  whisper,  and 
answered — 

"  Well,  my  good  old  pal,  Dick  Worboys,  told  me 
that  I  might  do  a  trade  with  you." 

"  Keally,"  exclaimed  this  interesting  gentleman,  "I 
don't  know  what  you  mean,  and  I  must  ask  you  to  be 
more  explicit." 

"  Now  look  here,  governor,"  I  said,  "  don't  you 
see  I  could  not  have  come  here  without  Worboys 
had  sent  me,  and  you  well  know  what  he  has  sent  me 
about." 

"  What's  your  name  ?  "  he  demanded  sternly. 

"  Harry  Spioer." 

"  Well,  now,  bluntly,  what  do  you  want,  Harry  ?  " 

"  I  want  some  coins,"  I  returned. 

I  saw  the  expression  on  his  face  change,  and  the 
colour  come  and  go.  He  was  evidently  taken  a  little 
off  his  guard.  But  quickly  recovering  himself,  he 
broke  into  a  little  laugh  as  he  said — 

"  Eeally,  my  dear  sir,  you  are  either  a  madman  or  a 
fool,  or  else  you  are  talking  in  riddles  on  purpose  to 
mystify  me." 

"  Do  you  think  so,  governor?"  I  remarked  cautiously. 
"  Well,  the  fact  is,  I'm  neither  mad  nor  a  fool ;  and 
I'm  not  talking  in  riddles  unless  my  chum  Worboys  has 
sold  me  and  sent  me  on  a  false  lay." 

"  Perhaps  he  has,"  was  the  answer. 

"  If  he  has,"  I  exclaimed,  with  an  assumption  of  pas- 
sion, "  I'll  strangle  the  life  out  of  him.  He  told  me  you 
were  a  smasher,  and  could  supply  me  with  any  amount  of 
rummy  uns  (bad  coins).  I'm  jannock  and  square,  and 
don't  like  being  made  a  mug  of.  So  say,  straight  off, 
whether  it's  going  to  be  a  deal  or  not." 
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It  was  obvious  that  the  bump  of  caution  was  very 
largely  developed  in  Mr.  Herman's  head,  for  after 
gazing  at  me  for  some  time,  he  remarked — 

"  Well,  look  here,  my  good  friend,  I  think  you've 
made  a  mistake  this  time,  and  you  had  better  return  to 
your  friend,  Mr.  Worboys,  and  ask  him  what  he  means 
by  sending  you  to  me." 

I  confess  that  I  was  a  little  taken  aback  by  the  fellow's 
coolness  and  self-possession,  and  he  proved  that  he  was 
a  very  consummate  actor,  for  he  acted  his  part  splendidly. 
Of  course  I  Avas  not  deceived,  for  I  was  absolutely  con- 
vinced that  he  was  acting,  and  I  had  a  feeling  that  I 
could  induce  him  to  give  himself  away,  as  the  saying  is, 
so  I  delivered  this  parting  shot — 

"  Well,  now,  look  here,  it's  no  use  your  trying  the 
parson  dodge  with  me.  Worboys  and  I  are  old  pals, 
and  he  wouldn't  have  sent  me  over  here  on  a  fool's 
errand.  Now,  give  us  the  straight  tip,  old  man.  Are 
you  open  to  trade  to  the  extent  of  a  couple  of  hundred 
pounds  ? " 

He  looked  hard  at  me,  and  the  expression  of  his  face 
was  that  of  struggling  indecision. 

"  Have  you  two  hundred  pounds  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  That's  a  Scotch  way  of  answering  a  question," 
said  I. 

"  Will  you  trade  ?  " 

"  Tell  me  if  you  have  two  hundred  pounds  ?  "  he  per- 
sisted. 

"  I  have,"  I  answered. 

"  And  you  would  like  to  turn  it  into  five  ?  " 

"  I  should." 

"  Then  you  come  bacit  to-morrow  about  this  time,  and 
I'll  have  a  further  talk  with  you,  and  I  may  be  able  to 
put  you  on  to  a  good  thing." 
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"  I've  netted  him,"  I  thought,  as  I  took  my  departure. 
As  may  be  supposed,  I  did  not  fail  to  keep  my  appoint- 
ment the  following  day,  and  Mr.  Herman  proceeded  to 
question  me  very  closely  about  Worboys  and  my  con- 
nection with  him.  I  answered  his  questions  or  foiled 
them  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  arouse  his  suspicions,  and 
at  last  he  asked — 

"  For  two  hundred  pounds,  what  amount  of  coins 
would  you  expect,  supposing — of  course,  I  only  say  sup- 
posing— I  coidd  supply  them  ?  " 

"  Not  less  than  six  hundred  pounds." 

"  Phew  !  "  he  whistled,  "  that's  a  large  sum." 

"  It  is.     But  look  at  the  risk." 

"  Well,  the  fact  is,"  he  remarked  hesitatingly,  "  I 
have  not  got  so  much  stock  in  hand.  Would  it  do  in  a 
fortnight  ?  " 

"  Hoorah  !  "  I  mentally  exclaimed,  "  I've  hooked  my 
fish  at  last,"  and  turning  to  him,  I  said,  "  That's  a  long 
time  ;  but  I  suppose  I  must  wait.  But  have  you  no 
stock  at  all  in  hand  ?  " 

"  A  little,"  he  answered. 

"  How  much  altogether  ?  " 

"  Well,  probably  between  thirty  and  forty  pounds- 
Would  you  buy  that  ?  " 

"  No,  I  would  rather  wait  till  you  could  let  me  have 
the  lot." 

"As  you  will,"  he  remarked,  with  a  shrug  of  the. 
shoulders.  "  Then,  if  you  come  in  three  or  four  days' 
time  I  will  let  you  know  what  is  being  done." 

He  bowed  me  out,  and  I  thought  to  myself,  "  I  am 
much  mistaken,  my  fine  gentleman,  if  I  do  not  return 
before  three  or  four  days  have  expired." 

I  lost  no  time  in  seeking  an  interview  with  the  chief 
of  the  police,  before  whom  I  laid  sworn  information  that 
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I  had  every  reason  to  believe  Mr.  Herman  was  a  coiner, 
carrying  on  extensive  operations.  This  information  was 
laid  before  the  Prefect,  who  ordered  a  warrant  to  be 
issued  and  executed  at  once.  The  result  was  I  returned 
to  Mr.  Herman's  residence  the  same  afternoon  in 
company  with  two  policeman  and  four  gendarmes. 
When  Herman  saw  us  he  was  flabbergasted.  He 
knew  that  the  game  was  up,  and  as  he  recognized  me 
he  suddenly  drew  a  revolver  from  his  pocket,  and,  aim- 
ing it  at  my  head,  was  about  to  fire,  when  one  of  the 
gendarmes  with  his  sword  knocked  the  weapon  out  of 
the  fellow's  hand,  and  he  was  instantly  seized  and 
bound.  A  search  of  the  premises  revealed  in  the  base- 
ment the  most  remarkable  and  complete  coining  plant 
ever  seen  out  of  a  legitimate  establishment.  There  was 
everything  and  every  appliance  for  carrying  on  the 
illicit  trade  of  manufacturing  sham  money.  Herman 
had  gone  into  it  thoroughly  equipped  in  every 
possible  way  for  his  villainous  business.  We  soon 
learned  that  Herman  was  only  one  of  many  aliases 
under  which  the  fellow  had  gone,  and  that  his  real 
name  was  James  Goldsworthy,  and  that  he  had  alreadjr 
served  a  term  of  imprisonment  in  England  for  forgery 
He  belonged  to  a  respectable  family,  and  had  been 
apprenticed  to  an  engraver,  but  his  eyes  suffering,  he 
obtained  a  situation  in  the  Mint  through  some  influence 
his  father  possessed,  and  there  he  remained  for  two 
years.  After  that  he  had  lived  by  his  wits.  Under 
the  extradition  treaty  he  was  conveyed  to  England  for 
trial,  together  with  his  son  and  daughter,  who  were  also 
arrested,  and  proved  to  be  confederates.  Worboys, 
whose  real  name  was  Harry  Jackson,  who  had  also  been 
in  prison  before,  together  with  his  wife,  were  likewise 
arrested,  and  as  the  net  tightened  we  swept  six  other 
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people  into  it,  and  one  of  them,  to  save  his  skin,  turned 
Queen's  evidence,  and  supplied  us  with  information 
which  enabled  us  to  ensure  a  conviction.  James 
Groldsworthy — who  was  aptly  described  as  the  Prince  of 
Coiners — was  sentenced  to  twenty  years'  penal  servitude, 
and  his  confederates  got  varying  tercns  of  imprison- 
ment. Thus  did  we  stamp  out  this  very  dangerous  gang 
of  smashers. 
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Nearly  a  generation  ago  there  stood  in  Portland 
Street,  Manchester,  a  large  warehouse  in  the  occupation 
of  Fahermann,  Weber  &  Co.,  a  German  firm  of 
general  "warehousemen.  It  was  before  the  street  under- 
went the  alteration  which  turned  it  into  the  fine 
thoroughfare  it  now  is.  At  the  time  I  am  speaking  of 
it  was  a  shabby-looking,  tumble-down  by-way,  connect- 
ing Oxford  Street  with  Piccadilly.  Next  to  Fabermann, 
Weber  &  Co.'s  place  was  a  large  plot  of  waste  ground, 
which  for  many  years  had  been  a  howling  wilderness, 
and  a  receptacle  for  all  sorts  of  rubbish.  A  massive, 
decaying  board  had  long  announced  that  the  land  was 
for  sale,  but  no  purchaser  seemed  to  be  forthcoming. 
The  plot  had  been  fenced  round,  but  the  fencing  was 
broken  away  in  places,  and  through  the  gaps  the  gutter- 
urchins  used  to  creep  and  make  fires  on  the  land,  which 
at  night  was  the  haunt  of  stray  cats  and  dogs,  and 
human  waifs  of  both  sexes.  It  was  a  melancholy  spot, 
foul  smelling  and  full  of  corruption,  and  as  strangers 
passed  they  wondered  how  it  was  that  a  wealthy 
Corporation  such  as  Cottonopolis  possessed  should  have 
allowed  a  forlorn  and  desolate  waste  to  exist  in  the 
city  where  there  was  so  much  wealth  and  grandeur. 
At  last  the  well-known  circus-proprietor,  Pablo  Fanque, 
obtained  a  short  lease  of  it,  and  forthwith  proceeded  to 
clear  away  the  rubbish,  and  erect  thereon  a  handsome 
woodeu  building  as  a   circus;  quite  a   little   army   of 
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workmen  being  employed  to  carry  out  the  necessary 
work.  The  gable  end  of  the  warehouse  abutted  on  the 
land,  and  the  stables  for  the  circus-horses  adjoined  on 
to  the  wall  of  the  warehouse,  and  ran  the  whole  length 
of  it  from  back  to  front. 

About  two  months  after  the  circus  had  been  opened, 
and  between  the  hours  of  midnight  and  early  dawn,  a 
mysterious  robbery  was  committed  at  the  warehouse, 
and  a  large  quantity  of  valuable  property  abstracted. 
It  was  in  the  late  autumn,  when  the  nights  were  long 
and  drear,  and  everything  favoured  the  enterprising 
burglar  bent  on  daring  exploits.  I  have  referred  to  the 
robbery  as  being  mysterious.  It  was  mysterious  in  this 
way.  Soon  after  the  warehouse  was  opened,  it  was 
discovered  that  the  goods  in  many  of  the  departments 
had  been  overhauled  and  scattered  about,  and  an 
investigation  showed  that  whole  pieces  of  print,  stuffs, 
and  silks  had  been  carried  off,  besides  bundles  of  handker- 
chiefs, Turkey  red,  and  quantities  of  costly  lace.  A 
drawer  in  a  desk  had  been  burst  open,  and  a  small 
amount  of  petty  cash  taken.  An  attempt  had  also  been 
made  on  the  safe,  as  there  were  the  marks  of  wedges, 
and  a  steel  wedge  broken  off  at  the  point  was  found  on 
the  floor,  the  broken  portion  being  left  in  the  safe 
between  the  door  and  the  framework.  From  this  it 
seemed  evident  that  the  thieves  had  either  not  had  time 
to  complete  their  work,  or  had  lacked  the  necessary 
appliances  for  forcing  the  mass  of  iron,  and  so  had 
abandoned  the  attempt.  But  as  it  was,  they  had  made 
a  fine  haul,  as  the  stolen  property  was  valued  at  about 
two  thousand  pounds,  the  silks  being  costly,  while  the 
rest  of  the  goods  were  all  of  the  finest  quality.  And 
herein  the  burglars  showed  a  nice  discrimination.  All 
this  was  patent  and  clear,  but  now  came  the  mystery — 
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how  had  the  thieves  effected  an  entrance  into  the 
premises  ?  Not  by  any  of  the  doorways,  for  the  doors 
were  all  properly  secured  when  the  warehouse  was 
opened,  nor  by  any  of  the  windows,  for  they  also  were 
intact. 

At  this  time  I  was  on  the  Manchester  staff  in  a  sub- 
ordinate capacity,  but  it  became  my  duty,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  some  colleagues,  to  make  an  investigation  with 
a  view  to  tracking  down  the  thieves.  After  we  had 
carried  out  what  we  considered  a  very  careful  inspection 
of  the  premises,  we  were  all  as  much  in  the  dark  as  ever 
as  to  the  mode  of  entrance  and  egress  employed  by  the 
burglars.  They  had  got  in  and  got  out,  that  was  very 
certain ;  but  how  ?  It  was  truly  a  puzzle,  and  many 
were  the  theories  that  were  started  with  a  view  to  find- 
ing the  solution.  But  they  were  all  utterly  impractic- 
able and  impossible,  and  only  served  to  show  how 
hopelessly  at  sea  we  were. 

In  accordance  with  an  inborn  habit  of  mine,  when  I 
felt  mystified  I  held  my  peace,  and  made  no  suggestion 
one  way  or  the  other.  But  I  pondered  upon  the  subject 
a  great  deal,  and  I  came  to  this  conclusion.  The 
thieves,  or  some  of  them,  must  have  had  a  practical 
knowledge  of  the  class  of  goods  found  in  such  a  ware- 
house, because  it  was  obvious  that  the  inferior  things 
had  been  rejected,  and  only  those  of  high  quality  and 
value  taken.  In  my  own  mind,  therefore,  I  assumed 
from  this  that  one  at  least  of  the  criminals  had  been 
connected  with  the  Manchester  trade.  Another  point 
I  felt  decided  about  was  that  the  robbery  had  been 
a  very  deliberately  planned  one,  and  considerable  pre- 
parations must  have  been  made  for  carrying  it  out  by 
men  who  were  no  'prentice  hands  at  the  burglar's 
calling. 
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Another  mysterious  thing  was  the  means  used  for 
conveying  the  stolen  goods  away  from  the  scene  of 
operations.  It  was  calculated  that  in  the  aggregate  they 
must  have  weighed  over  two  tons,  and  to  carry  off  such 
a  weight  in  the  time  at  the  disposal  of  the  thieves 
argued  some  wheeled  means  of  transport ;  and  yet 
inquiries  amongst  the  policemen  who  had  been  on  night 
duty  in  the  neighbourhood  elicited  the  emphatic  state- 
ment that  they  had  neither  seen  nor  heard  anything 
during  the  night  to  arouse  their  suspicions.  For  me 
these  facts  had  a  certain  significance,  which  I  shall  pre- 
sently explain,  and  they  subsequently  gave  me  the  clue 
which  led  to  my  solving  the  mystery  and  bringing  the 
rascals  to  justice. 

It  is  important  I  should  state  that  amongst  the 
goods  stolen  was  a  whole  piece  of  magnificent  brocaded 
silk  of  peculiar  texture  and  richness,  red  and  gold  being 
the  predominating  colours.  It  was  one  of  six  pieces 
which  had  been  manufactured  to  the  order  of  an  Indian 
Rajah,  and  they  were  to  have  been  shipped  that  very 
week  to  Calcutta.  Why  the  thieves  had  only  taken  one 
of  the  pieces  was  not  very  clear,  for  they  were  all 
together,  and  it  was  hardly  possible  they  had  overlooked 
the  rest.  It  was  likely  enough  they  considered  they 
would  have  great  difficulty  in  finding  a  market  for  them, 
and  so  only  took  one  as  an  experiment.  But  the  fact 
of  their  having  taken  that  one  was  to  give  me  the 
clue  I  was  so  anxious  to  get,  and  that  in  a  very  strange 
way 

Of  course  all  the  ordinary  means  open  to  the  police 
were  taken  to  get  on  the  track  of  the  operators,  and  to 
arrest  anybody  who  might  attempt  to  traffic  in  the 
stolen  property.  But  many  days  passed,  and  not 
the  slightest  trace  had  been  obtained,  and  some  fears 
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■were  expressed  that  the  scoundrels  would  elude  justice 
altogether. 

The  more  I  considered  all  the  circumstances  and 
details  of  the  case,  the  more  convinced  I  became  that 
the  robbery  was  the  result  of  a  long-thought-out  and 
deliberate  plan,  and  that  the  thieves  had  taken  special 
precautions  to  have  a  safe  hiding-place  for  the  stolen 
goods.  This  seemed  in  the  highest  degree  probable ; 
otherwise,  in  face  of  the  reward  offered,  and  the  extra- 
ordinary exertions  made,  we  should  have  got  some  trace 
of  the  goods.  Such  a  large  quantity  of  stolen  property 
could  hardly  have  been  placed  in  an  ordinary  house 
without  arousing  the  suspicions  of  some  one  ;  therefore 
the  deduction  was  that  a  number  of  persons  were  in 
the  swim,  and  each  person  was  so  deeply  involved 
and  interested  as  to  render  it  undesirable  that  he 
should  "  split  on  his  pals."  Otherwise  the  reward 
was  sufficiently  large  to  have  proved  an  irresistible 
temptation  to  any  one  who  could  have  shown  clean 
hands. 

For  me  the  case  possessed  an  absorbing  interest.  I 
was  a  young  man  ambitious  of  distinction  and  promo- 
tion, and  so  I  analysed  and  sifted  every  scrap  of 
evidence  we  had  so  far  got,  and  began  to  work  out  a 
logical  theory  of  the  crime ;  and  this  led  me  to  the  idea 
that  an  entrance  to  the  warehouse  had  been  effected 
from  the  circus  building,  which,  as  I  have  explained, 
joined  on  to  the  gable  of  the  permanent  building. 
Having  conceived  this  idea,  it  was  a  necessary  sequence 
that  I  should  deem  it  exceedingly  probable  that  some 
of  the  employes  of  the  circus  were  implicated.  And 
the  reason  I  thought  so  was  this.  Not  only  were  there 
watchmen  on  the  premises  all  night,  but  several  of  the 
stablemen  and  others  slept  in  the  stables. 


258  WANTED ! 

The  result  of  my  cogitations  was  that  in  the  character 
of  a  hanger-on,  and  a  hard-up,  ont-of-work  individual,  I 
began  to  frequent  the  circus  stables,  and  managed  to 
play  my  part  with  such  adroitness  that  I  was  not  sus- 
pected. At  this  period  there  were  not  only  a  large 
number  of  horses,  but  two  or  three  elephants,  several 
goats,  some  performing  dogs,  two  zebras,  and  a  number 
of  monkeys.  Of  course,  all  these  animals  required  a 
great  deal  of  attention,  and  gave  occupation  to  a  large 
number  of  men.  It  was  absurd  to  suppose  that  every 
one  of  these  individuals  had  a  knowledge  of  the  robbery, 
and  so  I  directed  my  attention  to  trying  to  find  out  who 
had  slept  in  the  stable  on  the  night  of  the  robbery.  I 
learned  that  there  were  a  dozen  individuals  in  all,  in- 
cluding two  boys.  Very  judiciously  I  began  to  talk 
occasionally  to  these  people  about  the  robbery,  and  to 
discuss  with  them  the  ways  and  means  that  had  been 
used  to  abstract  the  goods  from  the  warehouse.  There 
was  nothing,  however,  in  the  demeanour  of  the  men 
calculated  to  arouse  my  suspicions,  unless  it  was  a 
seeming  reluctance  to  speak  of  the  matter.  Neverthe- 
less, I  did  not  abandon  my  quest  in  this  direction,  for 
the  more  I  thought  of  the  subject  the  more  it  became  a 
conviction  with  me  that  the  robbery  had  taken  place 
from  the  circus  side.  I  was  not  prepared  just  then  to 
even  suggest  a  theory  as  to  how  it  had  been  done, 
but  I  did  feel  as  though  I  had  struck  a  scent, 
and  so  I  kept  to  it,  hoping  that  some  chance 
incident  would  give  me  a  substantial  clue.  And  so  it 
came  to  pass  one  morning,  as  I  went  into  the  stables 
unusually  early,  I  met  a  man  who  was  known  by  the 
cognomen  of  "  The  Josser,"  but  whose  real  name  was 
Harry  Pilchard.  He  was  between  forty  and  fifty  years 
of  age,  with  a  rather  morose  expression,  and  what  I  may 
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describe  as  a  wandering  eye.  He  was  what  was  known 
as  a  "  stable  band,"  whose  principal  duty  was  to  keep 
the  stables  clean  and  to  look  after  the  manure.  As  he 
came  towards  me  I  noticed  that  there  was  clinging  to 
his  trouser  leg  a  long  thread  of  bright-coloured,  flossy- 
looking  silk,  which  immediately  struck  me  as  being  a 
most  incongruous  circumstance  when  taken  in  connection 
with  the  fellow's  calling. 

Let  it  be  remembered  that  he  had  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  the  banners,  trappings,  or  dresses  of  the 
establishment,  which  were  kept  in  quite  another  part  of 
the  building ;  otherwise  the  thread  of  silk  on  his  trousers 
might  have  been  accounted  for.  As  it  was,  it  seemed 
to  me  like  a  handwriting  on  the  wall ;  for,  trifling  as  it 
was,  I  associated  it  with  the  silk  that  had  been  stolen 
from  Pabermann,  Weber  &  Company's  place.  I 
therefore  turned  my  attention  to  trying  to  get  possession 
of  the  thread  without  exciting  the  fellow's  suspicions. 
The  question  was,  how  was  it  to  be  done  ? 

I  succeeded  in  drawing  him  into  conversation,  and  at 
last  a  brilliant  idea  struck  me.  I  knew  that  the 
Josser  was  a  great  smoker.  Smoking,  however,  was 
strictly  forbidden  on  the  premises,  on  pain  of  instant 
dismissal.  So  I  said  to  him,  after  a  little  conversation, 
"  I've  got  some  first-rate  'bacca,  mate,  if  we  could  do  a 
whiff  anywhere." 

"  Blind  me,  if  I  can  resist  that !  • ''  exclaimed  the  Josser. 
"  We'll  do  a  smoke  somehow.     Come  with  me." 

He  led  the  way  to  the  extreme  end  of  the  stable, 
where  there  was  a  large  wooden  compartment  used  as  a 
storage  room  for  sacks  of  corn,  oats,  beans,  and  other 
fodder,  and,  ensconcing  ourselves  between  some  of  the 
sacks,  we  lit  our  pipes,  and  I  was  enabled,  while  his 
attention  was  riveted  on  his  pipe,  to  draw  the  thread 
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of  silk  from  his  trousers,  and  wind  it  round  my 
finger. 

A  little  later  I  took  this  thread  to  Fabermann  &  Co., 
and  showed  it  to  them,  and  from  its  quality  and  sub- 
stance they  had  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  it  was  part 
of  the  tag  end  of  the  piece  of  silk  that  had  been  stolen 
from  their  premises.  This  was  a  discovery  indeed,  and 
I  felt  that  I  had  struck  a  trail  at  last.  That  thread  of 
silk,  slender  as  it  was,  was  to  prove  a  powerful  link,  I 
was  sure,  and  in  my  own  mind  I  was  absolutely  con- 
vinced that  the  Josser  knew  something  about  the  stolen 
goods.  I  therefore  determined  to  stick  to  him,  unless 
something  convincing  occurred  to  show  me  that  I  was 
wrong.  The  finding  of  that  thread  of  silk  was 
apparently  confirmatory  of  my  theory  that  the  robbery 
had  been  committed  by  some  of  the  circus  hands.  Then 
there  was  another  point  which  I  have  already  touched 
upon,  which  was  the  means  by  which  the  goods  had 
been  removed.  Not  the  slightest  evidence  was  forth- 
coming that  a  vehicle  of  any  kind  had  been  seen  or 
heard  in  the  street  on  the  night  of  the  robbery;  and  this 
caused  it  to  dawn  upon  me  that  the  stolen  property  had 
been  taken  to  the  circus,  and  removed  from  there  sub- 
sequently, if  it  was  not  there  still. 

Acting  upon  this  idea,  I  resolved  by  hook  or  by  crook 
to  make  a  thorough  inspection  of  the  premises,  and  so  I 
took  an  opportunity  of  doing  this.  And  now  something 
began  to  attract  my  attention,  owing  to  the  channel  in 
which  my  thoughts  had  flowed,  which  I  had  hitherto 
overlooked.  At  the  gable  end  of  the  warehouse  was  an 
unusually  thick  water-spout,  which  went  from  the  ground 
to  the  roof,  and  up  the  centre  of  the  gable  wall  instead 
of  at  the  corner,  as  is  customary.  Looking  at  this 
spout,  I  asked  myself  whether  it  wasn't  possible  for  an 
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active  and  daring  man  to  reach  the  roof  by  means  of  it. 
Assuming  that  it  was  possible,  could  an  entrance  be 
gained  into  the  warehouse  ? 

To  solve  this  problem  I  went  to  the  top  story  of  the 
building.  I  had  been  there  before,  but  nothing  had 
aroused  my  suspicions.  Now,  however,  a  new  light 
began  to  dawn  upon  me.  The  very  top  room  of  the 
warehouse  was  a  sort  of  garret  used  for  storing  papers, 
boxes,  labels,  &c.  It  was  a  long  room,  going  the  whole 
length  of  the  building.  It  was  lighted  by  six  windows  ; 
three  in  front  looking  into  Portland  Street,  and  three  at 
the  back,  where  there  was  a  narrow  thoroughfare  used 
principally  by  the  lorries  in  delivering  goods  and  taking 
them  away.  Midway  in  the  room,  on  the  gable  side, 
was  a  large  fire-place,  but  in  which  there  had  not  been 
a  fire  for  a  long  time.  Going  down  on  my  knees  and 
looking  up  the  chimney,  I  noted  that  the  sky  was  dis- 
tinctly visible,  the  chimney  being  almost  straight,  and 
of  course  very  short,  owing  to  the  rooms  being  under 
the  roof. 

"  .Now,"  I  thought  to  myself,  "  supposing  that  a  man 
had  gained  the  roof  by  means  of  the  water-spout,  could 
he  have  got  into  the  room  by  coming  down  the  chimney  ?  " 
Granted  that,  and  the  rest  seemed  easy.  The  goods  could 
have  been  conveyed  from  the  lower  departments  to  this 
room,  and  then  by  means  of  ropes  passed  down  through 
the  windows  to  confederates  waiting  in  the  back  street. 

I  seemed  to  become  quite  fascinated  with  the  theory  I 
was  working  out,  which  presented  itself  to  my  mind  as 
a  singularly  feasible  one  ;  and  so  I  carefully  inspected  the 
windows,  and  there  was  distinct  evidence  that  the  middle 
one  of  the  back  three  had  recently  been  opened.  All 
the  others  were  thickly  encrusted  with  dust  and  dirt,  and 
cobwebs  were  spread  over  them  like  a  network,  but  this 
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one  was  comparatively  free,  and,  moreover,  the  hasp  was 
left  unfastened.  There  were  also  marks  on  the  lower 
sash,  which  corresponded  with  those  which  a  rope  would 
have  made.  Having  made  these  discoveries,  which  I 
kept  to  myself,  I  courted  the  society  of  the  Josser  again, 
and  had  the  following  conversation  as  I  was  standing 
with  him  just  outside  the  stables.  I  cast  my  eye  up 
the  water-spout,  and  having  gazed  at  it  a  little  while  I 
remarked — 

"  I  wonder  if  any  fellow  could  go  up  that  spout  ?  " 

"  Tou  bet !  "  answered  the  Josser,  in  a  curt  way  which 
was  habitual  with  him. 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  I  said. 

"  Why,  I  tell  yer,"  growled  the  Josser,  "  that  Nick 
Howie  would  do  it." 

Nick  Howie  was  one  of  the  stable  hands :  a  big, 
burly,  drunken  fellow,  whose  arms  and  breasts  I  had 
noticed  were  much  tattooed,  which  led  me  to  suppose 
that  he  had  been  a  sailor.  So  I  asked  the  Josser  if  that 
was  the  case,  and  he  said — 

"  "Why,  in  course,  Nick  is  an  old  shellback,  and  was 
a-sailing  the  salt  waters  nigh  on  to  thirty  years." 

The  links  of  the  chain  were  lengthening  now — I  was 
sure  of  that,  and  the  whole  mode  and  plan  of  the  robbery 
appeared  to  me  as  clear  as  daylight.  That  water-spout 
had  been  used  as  the  means  for  gaining  entrance  to  the 
warehouse.  Once  on  the  roof,  to  get  down  the  chimney 
was  an  easy  matter.  My  efforts  were  next  directed  to 
getting  trace  of  the  stolen  goods.  I  was  more  than  ever 
convinced  that  the  Josser  knew  all  about  the  robbery, 
and  so  it  behoved  me  to  be  careful  not  to  arouse  his 
suspicions,  for  he  was  a  wary  old  dog  in  some  respects, 
and  had  he  suspected  me,  my  plans  might  have  been 
frustrated. 
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For  the  next  few  days  I  made  no  progress  in  my 
attempts  to  unravel  the  skein  and  get  at  the  right 
threads.  But  towards  the  end  of  the  week  following 
my  conversation  with  the  Josser  about  the  water-spout, 
I  got  an  opportunity  to  go  alone  to  the  fodder  store  at 
the  end  of  the  stable,  and  then  I  began  a  thorough 
search  on  the  supposition  that  the  stolen  goods  were 
stored  there,  as  it  presented  every  facility  as  a  hiding- 
place.  I  prowled  about  for  some  time  without  any 
result,  and  had  almost  given  it  up,  when,  getting  down 
behind  some  sacks  of  fodder  in  one  corner  of  the  build- 
ing, I  began  to  grope  with  my  hands,  for  it  was  too 
dark  to  see  anything,  and  I  felt  what  seemed  to  me 
like  a  bundle  of  soft  goods.  Striking  a  wax  vesta,  I  was 
enabled  to  determine  that  the  bundle  consisted  of  pieces 
of  Turkey  red,  and  thus  the  problem  was  solved  at  last. 
Here  was  the  hiding-place  of  the  stolen  property. 
Delighted  with  my  discovery  and  success,  I  got  out  as 
soon  as  possible,  but  before  springing  the  mine  I  had 
prepared,  I  got  the  name  of  every  man  who  was  on 
the  circus  premises  during  the  night  of  the  robbery. 
And  that  done,  I  sought  the  assistance  of  a  strong 
body  of  police,  and  all  being  ready,  we  swooped 
down  and  arrested  the  whole  lot,  including  the  Josser 
and  Nick  Howie.  Their  amazement  and  discomfiture 
may  be  better  imagined  than  described,  and  both 
Nick  and  the  Josser  indulged  in  language  that  was 
sulphurous,  and  asseverated  with  many  oaths  that  they 
knew  nothing  about  the  robbery.  But  another  un- 
pleasant surprise  was  in  store  for  them  when  I 
directed  that  the  sacks  of  fodder  should  be  removed ; 
and  on  this  being  done,  we  brought  to  light  most 
of  the  stolen  goods,  including  the  piece  of  silk.  Some 
of  the  more  ordinary  things  had  been  traded  away,  but 
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the  bulk,  and  most  valuable  part,  of  the  property  was 
there. 

"When  the  fellows  saw  that  the  game  was  up  they 
began,  after  the  manner  of  their  kind,  to  put  the  blame 
upon  each  other.  Their  accusations  led  to  the  plot 
being  gradually  revealed,  and  it  was  in  due  course 
proved  that  the  theory  I  had  worked  out  was  the 
correct  one.  Nick  Howie  had  mounted  to  the  roof  by 
means  of  the  water-spout,  taking  ropes  with  him.  Then 
he  had  lowered  a  rope,  and  thus  enabled  two  others  to 
follow  his  example.  They  got  down  the  chimney,  and 
passed  the  stolen  things  to  their  confederates,  who 
waited  in  the  back  street,  and  who  at  once  conveyed 
them  to  their  hiding-place. 

By  the  subsequent  confession  of  one  of  the  rascals, 
it  was  ascertained  that  the  idea  of  the  robbery  was  first 
conceived  by  Nick  Howie,  who,  during  the  erection  of 
the  circus  building,  went  with  a  number  of  other  men 
on  to  the  roof  of  the  warehouse,  by  permission  of  the  pro- 
prietors, to  temporarily  fix  some  guy  ropes  to  hold 
portions  of  the  scaffolding  required.  He  then  formu- 
lated his  plan  of  the  robbery,  and  took  some  of  his  com- 
panions into  his  confidence.  It  was  thereupon  resolved 
to  carry  the  exploit  out.  While  overhauling  the  goods 
in  the  warehouse  they  were  tempted  to  take  all  the 
pieces  of  silk,  but  this  was  subsequently  resisted ,  as  they 
saw  there  would  be  great  difficulty  in  disposing  of  it. 
But  they  decided  to  take  one  piece,  in  the  hope  that 
in  the  course  of  time  they  might  sell  it  in  small  lengths 
to  some  of  the  ladies  of  the  circus  troupe.  It  was  a 
foolish  and  stupid  idea,  and  was  to  prove  the  means 
of  their  undoing.  On  the  day  that  the  fatal  thread  of 
silk  clung  to  the  Josser's  trousers, — which  gave  me  the 
first  practical  clue, — he  had  been  examining  the  goods, 
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in  company  with  Nick  Howie,  with  a  view  to  deter- 
mining what  it  would  be  safe  to  take  away  in  order 
to  raise  money.  But  for  that  tell-tale  thread,  the  possi- 
bilities are,  they  might  have  escaped  detection.  As 
it  was,  the  whole  gang,  numbering  twelve  persons,  who 
had  been  in  the  swim,  were  duly  tried,  and,  being  con- 
victed, were  sentenced  to  varying  terms  of  imprisonment. 
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One  niglit  in  mid  December  I  had  for  the  nonce 
assumed  the  character  of  a  tramp,  and  was  prowling 
about  amongst  some  of  the  slums  of  South  London 
trying  to  lay  my  hands  on  a  notorious  rascal  who  was 
very  much  wanted  in  connection  with  a  daring  burglary 
in  Ireland.  The  fellow  was  known  to  have  crossed  the 
Channel,  and  was  supposed  to  be  lurking  somewhere  on 
the  southern  side  of  the  Thames.  I  had  tried  for 
several  nights  to  get  on  his  track,  but  failed,  probably 
because  he  was  not  in  London  at  all.  Although  I  did 
not  find  my  man  in  this  particular  case,  I  was  the  means 
of  dishing  as  extraordinary  a  plot  for  robbing  a  bank  as 
was  ever  concocted.     And  this  is  how  it  came  about. 

There  used  to  stand  over  in  the  Borough,  in  a 
thoroughfare  thct  during  the  past  few  years  has  been 
almost  entirely  cleared  of  its  rookeries,  a  well-known 
tramps'  house,  or  "  dossing-ken,"  as  it  was  called  amongst 
the  fraternity  of  scoundrels.  Perhaps  I  need  scarcely 
remark  here  that  the  word  "  tramp  "  usually  covers  a 
multitude  of  sins,  and  though  honestly-disposed  people 
do  sometimes  roam  about  the  country  in  search  of  a 
"  straight  living,"  the  genus  tramp  is,  as  a  rule,  a  rascal 
of  the  deepest  dye.  He  hates  honest  work,  but  will 
turn  his  hand  to  anything  that  will  enable  him  to 
appropriate  other  men's  goods.  In  the  so-called  tramps' 
houses,  therefore,  there  is  usiially  to  be  found  a  very 
choice  collection  of  scoundrelism  of  all  shades,  from  the 
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beardless  tyro  to  the  grizzled  hero — save  the  mark ! — of 
a  score  of  imprisonments  for  law-breaking.  The 
detective  who  knows  his  business  will  make  himself 
acquainted  with  these  dossing-houses,  not  in  his  capacity 
of  a  detective,  mind  you,  for  that  would  be  to  spoil  his 
own  game,  but  he  must  mix  amongst  the  habitues  as  one 
of  them.  He  must  know  their  argot,  their  ways  and 
habits,  and  be  able  to  play  his  part  so  well  as  to 
thoroughly  deceive  them. 

It  is  not  a  very  pleasant  duty,  but  duty  is  duty,  and 
has  to  be  carried  out,  pleasant  or  unpleasant.  Of  course, 
it  is  not  every  man  who  can  successfully  assume  the 
role  of  the  pseudo-tramp,  for  it  requires  not  only  a 
combination  of  qualities,  but  a  course  of  study  to  enable 
one  to  thoroughly  understand  the  ways  of  rascaldom. 

On  the  occasion  I  speak  of  I  had  repaired  to  the  ken 
in  the  Borough,  intending  to  pass  the  night  there. 
When  I  first  entered  the  place  it  was  pretty  early  in 
the  evening,  and  there  were  very  few  lodgers  in, 
notwithstanding  that  it  was  a  cold  and  bitter  night. 
But  four  men  and  a  youth  were  seated  in  one  corner  of 
the  large  room,  which  was  warmed  by  an  open  brazier 
of  burning  coke.  Amongst  these  men  I  recognized  an 
old  gaol-bird  whose  real  name  was  Jack  Pearson,  but 
who  was  known  to  his  pals  as  "  The  Raven,"  possibly  or. 
account  of  his  swarthiness  and  his  black  hair  and  eyes. 
He  and  his  companions  were  in  close  conversation  when 
I  entered,  and  from  the  fact  of  the  Raven  being  there, 
and  all  of  them  being  in  such  close  confab,  I  felt  sure 
that  there  was  mischief  brewing,  so  I  determined  to  keep 
my  ears  open. 

The  fellows  scrutinized  me  very  keenly  as  I  entered. 
Beyond  a  surly  greeting,  however,  in  the  style  peculiar 
to  the  tramp,  I  took  no  notice  of  them,  but  crouched 
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near  the  coke  fire,  and  pretended  to  fall  asleep.  It 
was  impossible  from  where  I  sat  to  hear  much  or  any- 
thing of  their  conversation,  save  a  word  now  and  again 
which  carried  no  meaning  with  it ;  but  after  a  time  I 
did  manage  to  catch  this  sentence  frorn  the  lips  of  the 
Eaven — 

"  Well,  pals,  the  job  will  'ave  to  be  done  afore  the 
winter's  over,  and  the  sooner  we  get  to  work  the 
better." 

"  So,  so! "  I  thought  to  myself,  "that means  business, 
and  I  shall  keep  a  very  sharp  eye  on  you,  Mr.  Jack 
Pearson." 

It  was  not  difficult  for  me  to  determine  that  the 
"  job "  he  s}3oke  of  was  a  robbery  of  some  kind,  and 
it  was  evident  to  me  that  they  had  spotted  a  place  that 
they  were  going  to  exercise  their  talent  upon  ;  but  little 
did  I  think  that  a  scheme  had  been  worked  out  which, 
if  they  had  succeeded  in  carrying  it  to  a  successful 
issue,  would  have  placed  them  in  possession  of  many 
thousands  of  pounds  ;  but  I  was  destined  to  frustrate 
their  plan,  owing  to  that  sentence  that  reached  my  ears 
in  the  dossing-ken.  Three  days  later  I  followed  the 
Eaven  down  to  a  little  place  in  Hampshire,  which  I 
will  call  Beechtown.  He  had  so  far  changed  his 
appearance  that  he  might  have  been  taken  for  a  respect- 
able tradesman  or  a  mechanic.  He  had  invested  in  a 
new  suit  of  clothes,  which  indicated  that  he  had  some 
capital  at  his  disposal.  I  soon  ascertained  that  the 
three  other  men  and  the  youth  who  were  with  him  on 
the  night  I  passed  in  the  tramps'  house  in  the 
Borough  were  already  in  the  town,  so  it  was  un- 
mistakable that  there  was  some  very  serious  business 
on  hand.  But  it  was  some  little  time  before  I  was 
enabled  to  define  accurately  what  the  business  was. 
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Of  course  my  plan  was  to  endeavour  to  take  them  in 
flagrante  delicto,  and  any  premature  movement  on  my 
part  would  only  have  served  to  alarm  them,  and  defeat  the 
ends  of  justice.  I  therefore  waited  and  watched  patiently. 

Beechtown  was  a  quiet,  sleepy  little  place,  which 
woke  up  to  bustle  and  activity  every  Wednesday, 
which  was  market  day.  Then  the  country  folk  from 
many  miles  around  poured  into  the  town  with  their 
produce,  and,  pitching  their  stalls  about  the  quaint,  red- 
bricked  Town  Hall,  which  stood  in  the  chief  square,  they 
chaffered,  and  gossiped,  and  traded  until  a  late  horn'  at 
night.  That  day  was  always  a  very  busy  day  for  the 
County  Bank,  which  stood  in  the  High  Street,  and  had 
the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  most  nourishing  of 
country  banks,  for  it  had  the  support  of  all  the  county 
families  and  gentry  in  the  district.  The  bank  building 
was  an  old-fashioned  structure,  and  had  once  been  an 
hotel,  though  on  its  conversion  it  had  undergone  some 
modification  to  adapt  it  to  the  requirements  of  banking 
business.  The  cellars  had  all  been  concreted  and  the 
walls  cemented  ;  and  as  they  were  used  for  storing 
valuables  and  large  sums  of  money,  every  precaution 
that  could  be  thought  of  had  been  taken  to  render  them 
burglar-proof,  though,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  burglary  was 
almost  entirely  unknown  in  Beechtown.  Indeed,  I 
was  informed  by  the  Chief  Superintendent  of  the  police 
that  there  had  not  been  a  serious  case  of  robbery  there 
for  over  forty  years. 

Although  I  was  perfectly  certain  in  my  own  mind 
that  the  Raven  and  his  companion  rascals  were  bent  on 
changing  that  Arcadian  state  of  matters  if  they  could,  I 
did  not  imagine  that  they  were  going  to  fly  at  such 
high  game  as  the  bank.  But  I  soon  began  to  perceive 
tint  there  was  something  extraordinary  in  the  wind. 
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Next  to  the  bank  was  a  house  and  shop,  which  had 
been  for  a  considerable  time  untenanted,  but  which  was 
now  in  the  occupation  of  a  man  who  styled  himself 
Harold  Waters,  and  who  was  the  proprietor  of  a  collec- 
tion of  waxworks,  which,  according  to  the  glaring 
announcement  outside,  was  "  The  Finest  Collection  of 
Waxworks  ever  brought  together,"  and  had  been 
"  Pronounced  by  the  entire  Press  of  the  United  King- 
dom as  unique."  This  wonderful  collection  consisted  of 
a  few  effigies  of  notorious  criminals,  and  "  A  Portrait 
Group,"  very  dirty  and  much  battered  and  faded,  of 
Queen  Yictoria  and  Prince  Albert,  surrounded  by  tbeir 
children. 

My  interest  in  the  show  arose  from  the  discovery  I 
made  that  the  Eaven  and  Mr.  Harold  Waters  were  hand 
and  glove  together,  and  that  the  Eaven  occupied  one 
of  the  upper  rooms  of  the  building.  And  the  Eaven's 
companions,  two  of  whom  lived  in  a  public-house  and 
two  in  a  low  lodging  in  the  town,  were  in  the  habit  of 
repairing  to  the  shop  every  night  after  the  show  had 
closed.  There  was  also  a  Mrs.  Waters,  a  very  stout, 
coarse-looking  being,  who  used  to  tout  at  the  door  for 
custom,  and  take  the  money  from  the  few  simple  yokels 
who,  lured  by  the  announcements,  paid  their  twopence 
to  see  "  The  Finest  Collection  of  Waxworks  ever 
brought  together." 

It  was,  of  course,  as  clear  as  daylight  now  that  the 
waxworks  proprietor  and  his  wife  were  consorting  with 
the  fellows  from  London  with  a  view  to  committing  a 
bm-glary,  but  it  did  not  strike  me  at  first  that  their 
designs  were  on  the  bank.  But  one  night  I  saw  the 
Eaven  and  a  companion  go  in  carrying  between  them  two 
picks  and  two  shovels;  and  then  it  flashed  upon  me 
that  they  were  engaged  in  a  desperate  attempt  to  break 
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into  the  bank.  It  was  a  bold  scheme,  and,  notwith- 
standing the  innumerable  risks  to  be  run,  there  were 
strong  chances  in  favour  of  the  burglars  being  successful, 
had  it  not  been  that  I  had  overheard  that  sentence  in 
the  dossing-ken  in  London. 

My  first  step  was  to  endeavour  to  find  out  the  plan 
of  operation  without  arousing  the  suspicions  of  the 
enterprising  rascals.  Necessarily  that  was  difficult. 
But  on  Saturday  evening,  when  the  show  was  pretty 
full,  I  paid  my  twopence  with  the  rest,  and  by  a  little 
manoeuvring  I  managed  to  get  into  the  passage,  where 
there  was  a  flight  of  stairs  that  led  down  to  the  cellars, 
and,  descending,  I  found  in  the  front  cellar  a  heap  of 
dirt  that  had  been  dug  up,  together  with  a  number  of 
tools,  such  as  pickaxes,  shovels,  crow-bars,  &c.  These 
things  spoke  for  themselves.  The  plan  evidently  was 
to  make  a  hole  through  the  division  wall,  and  thus  get 
into  the  bank  cellars.  Armed  with  this  knowledge,  my 
course  was  clear,  and  I  managed  to  regain  the  shop 
without  any  one  being  aware  that  I  had  succeeded  in 
inspecting  the  enemies'  works. 

The  following  day  I  waited  on  the  bank  manager, 
and  in  a  private  interview  I  had  with  him  I  made 
known  who  I  was,  and  told  him  of  my  discovery.  Of 
course  he  was  greatly  alarmed,  and  he  counselled 
arresting  all  the  rascals  immediately ;  but  I  pointed  out 
to  him  that  this  would  defeat  our  ends,  as  no  robbery 
had  yet  been  committed,  and  though  the  fellows  might 
be  convicted  as  suspicious  characters  they  would  at  the 
most  get  but  a  few  months'  imprisonment,  whereas  if 
we  allowed  them  to  enter  the  bank  cellars,  and  took 
them  red-handed,  as  it  were,  they  would  get  long  terms 
of  penal  servitude,  and  the  country  would  for  a  time  be 
rid  of  a  very  dangerous  band  of  malefactors.     "  Give 
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them  rope  enough,"  I  said,  "  and  they  will  hang  them- 
selves." lie  fell  in,  of  course,  with  my  views,  and 
accorded  me  carte  blanche  to  do  whatever  I  thought  was 
right. 

My  next  step  was  to  carefully  inspect  the  hank 
cellars  in  company  with  the  manager.  As  I  have 
mentioned,  the  house  had  formerly  heen  an  hotel,  and 
the  cellars  were  therefore  extensive,  and  in  order  to 
meet  the  requirements  of  the  bank  they  had  been 
enlarged  and  extended,  for  an  additional  house  had 
been  purchased,  and  the  cellars  connected  with  the 
cellars  of  the  bank.  They  had  been  arched  with  brick- 
work, the  walls  strengthened  and  cemented,  and  the 
floors  concreted.  One  cellar  had  been  specially  fitted 
up  as  a  strong-room,  and  was  shut  off  from  the  rest 
by  a  stout  iron  railing ;  the  iron  bars  being  firmly  em- 
bedded in  the  brickwork  of  the  roof  on  the  one  hand, 
and  in  the  concrete  of  the  floor  on  the  other.  Other 
precautions  had  also  been  taken  for  the  safeguarding  of 
the  valuables  and  the  specie  ;  but  I  saw  at  once  that  if 
two  or  three  desperate  and  experienced  burglars  could 
manage  to  spend  a  few  hours  of  several  nights  in  the 
cellars  they  would,  in  spite  of  precautions,  succeed  in 
obtaining  a  large  amount  of  booty.  I  knew  that  the 
Raven  was  not  only  a  most  desperate  character,  but  he 
was  by  trade  a  mechanic,  and  in  the  present  instance 
his  mechanical  knowledge  would  serve  him  in  good 
stead.  Inferentially  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  this 
ruffian  had  been  planning  out  the  robbery  for  some 
time,  and  must  by  some  means  have  gained  a  knowledge 
of  the  bank  cellars.  How  he  came  to  ally  himself  with 
Harold  Waters  and  his  wife  I  had  yet  to  learn.  "What 
was  unmistakable  was  that  they  were  all  in  the  swim, 
and  the  plan  *>i_  operations  was  to  effect  a  communiua- 
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tion  with,  the  bank  by  breaking  through  the  partition 
wall. 

Of  course  I  had  made  known  the  state  of  matters  to 
the  Chief  Superintendent  of  police,  and  he  placed  four 
of  his  best  men  at  my  disposal.  Our  plan  was  to 
conceal  ourselves  in  the  cellars  of  the  bank  at  night.  It 
was  not  a  pleasant  vigil,  for  the  weather  was  very  cold ; 
but  we  stuck  to  our  posts,  and  I  felt  sure  that  a  very 
crushing  defeat  was  in  store  for  the  Raven  and  his 
associates.  I  concluded  that,  unless  they  were  greater 
fools  than  I  gave  them  credit  for  being,  they  woidd  make 
their  attempt  between  the  hours  of  the  closing  of  the 
bank  on  a  Saturday  and  its  re-opening  on  Monday 
morning.  That  would  give  them  a  pretty  long  spell, 
and  they  would  be  able  to  accomplish  a  great 
deal. 

For  several  nights,  as  we  watched  and  waited,  we 
heard  the  sounds  of  pickaxe  and  shovel ;  but  still  there 
were  no  signs  of  a  wall  being"  broken  through.  Then 
there  were  indications  of  a  cessation  of  the  work  from 
some  cause  or  other.  Though  we  listened  intently  we 
heard  nothing.  This  astonished  me,  and  I  began  to 
fear  the  fellows  had  funked  and  abandoned  the  enter- 
prise. I  resolved,  therefore,  to  take  steps  to  find  out 
what  was  being  done.  I  had  already  learnt  that  Harold 
Waters  and  his  wife  were  in  the  habit  of  repairing  at 
night  to  a  public-house  in  a  low  quarter  of  the  town, 
after  they  had  closed  their  show,  and  that  both  of  them 
were  much  given  to  beer-chinking,  and  would  frequently 
return  to  their  home  in  a  very  muddled  state. 

I  therefore  assumed  the  character  of  a  tramp  once 
more,  and  patronized  this  public-house  for  a  night  or  two, 
and  managed  to  scrape  acquaintance  with  Waters  and 
the  missus  ;  and,  representing  myself  as  being  in  a  state 
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of  hopeless  impecuniosity,  I  asked  them  if  they  could 
give  me  a  job  about  their  show. 

"  Lor'  bless  you,  master,"  answered  the  woman,  "  the 
blooming  show  don't  turn  over  enough  dibs  for  that. 
We  ain't  a-doing  much  business.  These  yer  waxworks 
is  a-played  out  now.  They've  been  a-worked  to  death. 
I  want  my  old  man  to  make  this  his  last  pitch,  and 
then  sell  the  blooming  figgers  and  a-emi  grate,  or 
Bummat." 

I  expressed  my  deep  sympathy  with  them,  and 
bewailed  the  hard  lot  of  poor  people ;  and  having 
traded  on  her  feelings,  I  said — 

"  Look  here,  missus,  I'm  awfully  down  on  my  luck, 
and  if  you'll  give  me  a  doss  for  a  few  nights  I'll  keep 
the  place  clean,  or  do  anything  you  like." 

"  Can't  do  it,  governor,"  she  replied  ;  "  we've  got  a 
covey  already  living  with  us." 

The  husband  here  chimed  in.  He  was  pretty  well 
muddled,  and  appeared  to  have  been  nodding  over  his 
pipe,  but  he  mumbled  out — 

"  Couldn't  we  give  the  chap  a  doss  for  a  night  or  two 
while  Jack's  away  ?  " 

"  No,  you  fool !  "  growled  the  woman. 

"  Who  is  Jack  ?  "  I  asked,  with  an  air  of  innocence. 

"  He's  our  lodger,"  hiccoughed  the  man. 

"  Where  has  he  gone  to  ?  " 

"  He's  gone  to  Lunnon,"  Waters  replied. 

This  caused  the  missus  to  become  angry.  She 
evidently  had  caution  more  largely  developed  than  he 
had,  and  she  exclaimed  warmly — 

"  Shut  up,  you  fool !  What's  it  got  to  do  with  this 
bloke  where  Jack  is  ?  " 

I  did  not  deem  it  advisable  to  pursue  the  subject 
further,  lest  I  might  arouse  their  suspicions.     I  had 
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learnt  one  valuable  piece  of  information,  wliich  was 
that  the  Raven  had  gone  to  London  for  some  reason, 
and  operations  were  suspended  during  his  absence. 
My  surmise  was  that  he  had  gone  for  more  tools,  or 
else,  perhaps,  to  enlist  the  services  of  some  other  of  his 
acquaintances,  though  I  hardly  thought  that  likely,  for 
there  were  already  seven  men  in  the  swim,  and  they 
were  quite  capable  of  carrying  out  the  work. 

After  that  I  watched  every  London  train  that  came 
in,  and  on  the  Thursday  afternoon  I  saw  the  Raven 
alight  from  the  down  train  from  town.  He  had  with 
him  one  of  those  long  carpet-bags  which  cricketers 
carry  their  bats  in,  and  that  convinced  me  that  I  was 
right  in  my  surmise  that  he  had  been  for  more  tools. 
The  bag,  I  was  sure,  was  full  of  tools  necessary  for  the 
work  he  had  set  himself  to  do,  and  which  he  could  not 
have  bought  in  Beechtown  without  running  the  risk  of 
arousing  suspicion. 

That  night  during  our  vigil  we  heard  no  sounds 
indicative  of  operations  being  resumed  ;  but  on  Friday 
the  enemy  became  very  active,  and  we  heard  hammer 
and  chisel  being  used  on  the  wall.  Intuitively  I 
guessed  that  all  was  being  prepared  for  the  grand  coup 
on  Saturday  night,  and  the  burglars  were  no  doubt 
congratulating  themselves  that  they  would  have  nearly 
thirty  clear  hours,  if  not  more,  for  their  labours, 
without  the  slightest  danger  of  being  disturbed.  But 
as  expert  cracksmen,  they  would  find  twelve  hours 
ample,  no  doubt,  and  that  would  afford  them  a  fair 
margin  to  restore  the  broken  wall  as  nearly  as  possible 
to  its  normal  condition,  and  to  clear  out  of  the  town 
before  the  robbery  was  discovered :  though  how  they 
could  hope  to  escape  altogether  was  just  one  of  those 
mysteries  that  only  the  criminal  mind  could  explain. 

T  2 
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If  the  Raven  had  only  argued  the  matter  out  with  him- 
self he  must  have  seen  that  when  it  was  found — as 
found  it  must  be — that  the  partition- wall  had  been 
broken  through,  suspicion  would  at  once  fall  upon  the 
occupiers  of  the  shop — that  is,  on  "Waters  and  his  wife; 
and  in  those  suspicions,  their  pretended  lodger — the 
Raven  himself — would  be  involved.  But  the  profes- 
sional criminal  is  ever  fatuous,  and  the  rascal  no  doubt 
thought  he  could  slip  clear  away  with  his  companions 
before  the  hue  and  cry  became  hot.  In  such  cases  as 
these  it  is  each  man  for  himself,  and  having  given  them 
their  share  of  the  swag,  the  Raven  would  not  concern 
himself  much  as  to  what  became  of  them,  but  would 
endeavour  to  secure  his  own  safety. 

As  I  now  felt  sine  the  final  effort  would  be  made  that 
Saturday  night,  after  the  waxworks  show  had  shut  up, 
I  applied  for  a  large  contingent  of  local  police  in  plain 
clothes,  and  a  strong  body  of  them  surrounded  the 
house,  but  remained  in  concealment,  whilst  my  force  in 
the  cellar  was  augmented  by  another  two  men. 

As  we  kept  our  vigil,  signs  of  the  enemies'  activity 
were  very  marked,  and  about  one  o'clock  we  became 
aware  that  a  breach  had  been  made  in  the  wall,  for  we 
saw  a  long  gleam  of  thread-like  light  shoot  athwart  the 
cellar.  The  fellows  worked  hard  and  quickly  now,  and 
presently  the  hole  was  so  enlarged  that  the  youth 
crawled  through,  and  tools  were  handed  to  him  so  that 
he  might  make  it  still  larger.  This  was  done.  Then 
the  Raven  himself  crawled  in,  and  the  large  bag  I  had 
seen  in  his  possession  at  the  station  was  passed  through ; 
then  a  third  man  followed,  and  a  lantern  was 
handed  through  the  hole,  and  a  fourth  man  joined  the 
burglars.  The  Raven  opened  the  bag,  revealing  all  sorts 
of  tools,  including  saws  for  sawiug  iron  bars,   chisels, 
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pick-locks,  two  crowbars,  files,  and  a  powerful  pair  of 
pincers  with  very  long  handles,  so  that  enormous 
leverage  was  secured.  The  fellows  at  once  set  to  work 
upon  the  iron  bars  of  which  I  have  already  spoken ;  and 
from  the  way  the  Raven  was  prepared  with  tools  for  this, 
I  felt  sure  he  was  well  acquainted  with  the  arrangement 
of  the  cellars ;  but  how  he  got  that  knowledge  was  a 
mystery  then. 

The  moment  had  now  arrived  for  the  counter  move  on 
our  part.  We  had  been  carefully  concealed  in  a  small 
cellar  which  had  been  used  for  storing  cancelled  cheques. 
This  was  shut  off  from  the  other  part  by  a  wooden  door, 
in  which  we  had  drilled  a  hole  so  that  we  could  see 
without  being  seen.  Giving  the  preconcerted  signal,  I 
flung  open  the  door,  and  we  fell  upon  the  robbers. 
Their  fright  and  surprise  deprived  them  apparently  of 
the  power  of  thought  or  action,  and  before  they  could 
recover  themselves  we  had  them  handcuffed.  But 
the  Raven  did  make  a  struggle  for  liberty,  though  it 
was  all  useless.  Word  had  already  been  passed  to  the 
men  lying  in  wait  outside,  and  they  effected  an  entrance 
into  the  house  and  seized  the  rest  of  the  conspirators. 
We  thus  made  a  clean  haul  of  the  whole  band,  including 
the  woman,  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour  we  had  them 
all  safely  lodged  in  the  police  station.  Rarely  had  a 
band  of  malefactors  been  checkmated  so  completely  in 
the  very  moment  of  their  supposed  triumph  as  these 
had,  and  their  discomfiture  was  correspondingly  great, 
for  it  was  clear  they  had  never  dreamed  of  clef  eat. 

They  were  all  duly  committed  for  trial,  but  before 
that  came  off  I  had  managed  to  get  on  the  track  of 
another  fellow  who  had  kept  in  the  background.  This 
was  a  man  who  had  formerly  been  a  porter  in  the  bank, 
but  who  had  been  dismissed  for  some  irregularity.     He 
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had  fallen  into  evil  ways,  and  had  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  the  Raven,  whom  he  supplied  with  a  plan  of  the 
cellars.  Mrs.  "Waters  proved  to  be  the  half-sister  of  one 
of  the  gang.  The  whole  plan  of  the  robbery  had  been 
carefully  thought  out,  and  it  was  considered  "  a  safe 
thing,"  as  the  fraternity  term  it,  when  "Waters  was  able 
to  rent  the  shop  next  the  bank  for  his  waxworks  show. 

Owing  to  the  Raven's  previous  convictions  he  was 
sentenced  to  penal  servitude  for  life.  The  others  got 
varying  sentences,  the  woman  being  let  off  with  twelve 
months.  Thus  we  got  rid  of  a  very  dangerous  gang, 
and  I  was  very  highly  complimented  on  the  way  I  had 
managed  to  save  the  bank. 
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If  any  one  looks  on  a  map,  or  in  a  railway  guide,  under 
the  expectation  of  finding  Barnfield,  he  will  certainly  be 
disappointed,  for  Barnfield  is  not  a  station,  a  town,  a 
village,  nor  a  hamlet.  But  those  people  who  are  old 
enough  to  let  their  memories  travel  back  a  generation 
ago  will  remember  how  prominently  at  that  time  Barn- 
field figured  before  the  public  eye  as  being  the  scene  of 
a  somewhat  mysterious  tragedy,  which  proved  some- 
thing more  than  a  nine  days'  wonder.  Barnfield,  in 
short,  was  and  is  an  extensive  farm  situated  in  Hamp- 
shire on  the  confines  of  the  New  Forest,  and  command- 
ing from  the  elevated  parts  of  the  grounds  that  truly 
magnificent  panorama  which  embraces  on  the  one  hand 
the  far  distant  Needles,  on  the  other  the  picturesque 
shores  and  town  of  Southampton,  and  opposite  that 
beautifid  stretch  of  delightful  country  where,  embosomed 
amongst  stately  trees,  is  the  grand  old  ruin  of  Netley 
Abbey.  Thirty  years  back  Barnfield  was  a  lonely  and 
isolated  spot,  and  though  at  the  present  day  it  is  within 
earshot  of  the  railway  whistle,  and  a  new  highway  runs 
within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  it,  an  air  of  soliiude  and 
loneliness  still  hangs  over  it.  It  was  but  last  summer, 
while  wandering  in  the  neighbourhood,  on  pleasure  bent, 
that  I  renewed  my  acquaintance  with  the  spot,  where 
so  long  ago  I  was  engaged  in  investigating  the  dark 
crime  which  seemed  to  bring  a  blight  upon  the  place. 
For  it  is  a  singular  fact  that  since  the  murder  the  farm 
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has  never  prospered.  Bad  season  after  bad  season  has 
served  to  ruin  the  unfortunate  tenants  who  have  tried 
to  turn  its  luck.  Since  the  tragedy  the  place  has  been 
iu  possession  of  three  different  families.  The  present 
tenant  has  been  almost  ruined  by  pleuro  amongst  his 
cattle,  and  twice  in  succession  he  has  suffered  very 
heavy  loss  owing  to  the  destruction  by  fire  of  a  large 
number  of  valuable  stacks  of  hay.  And  last  summer  he 
told  me,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  though  getting  an  old 
man,  he  intended  to  emigrate  with  his  family  and  try 
his  luck  in  far  distant  Xew  Zealand.  "  For  you  know, 
mister,"  he  added  pathetically,  "  there  be  blood  on  this 
plaace,  and  noawt  that  I  can  doa  will  get  rid  on  it. 
It's  loike  as  if  th'  plaace  war  curst,  and  it  will  have  to 
be  razed  to  th'  ground  wi'  fire  before  th'  evil  spirit 
leaves  it." 

As  I  glanced  round  and  noted  the  changed  appear- 
ance of  everything  since  I  first  knew  Barnfield,  I  could 
not  help  feeling  that  something  had  certainly  affected 
it,  and  it  was  painfully  obvious  that  the  sun  of  pros- 
perity had  failed  to  shine  upon  it  for  a  very  long  time. 

The  story  of  the  murder  is  this.  The  farm  at  the 
time  was  in  the  occupation  of  Oliver  Cudthorpe,  who 

in  many  respects  was  a  typical  Hampshire  yeoman 

Hampshire  yeomen  have  ever  been  noted  for  their 
sturdiness,  their  independence,  and  that  generous  and 
true-hearted  hospitality  which  is  part  of  the  nature  of 
the  English  South-countrymen.  Oliver  came  from  a 
race  of  yeomen,  and  Barnfield  had  been  farmed  by  three 
generations  of  his  family.  At  the  period  of  his  occupa- 
tion, Barnfield  embraced  an  area  of  close  on  1,500  acres, 
and  it  was  accounted  one  of  the  most  prosperous  farms 
in  that  part  of  the  kingdom.  The  land  was  singularly 
rich,  and  a  succession  of  bounteous  harvests  filled  the 
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tenants'  coffers,  and  gladdened  the  ground  landlord's 
heart ;  while  the  Barnfield  cattle  and  sheep  always 
fetched  the  top  price  in  the  market. 

Oliver  Cudthorpe's  life  had  been  uneventful  in  the 
sense  that  is  generally  understood  by  the  expression. 
But  he  had  had  his  little  romance,  which  I  must  tell,  as 
it  has  a  bearing  on  the  tragedy.  As  a  young  man  he 
had  wooed  and  won  the  youngest  daughter  of  a  well-to- 
do  Southampton  tradesman,  by  the  name  of  Linton, 
who  had  a  large  family.  Fanny,  who  became 
Cudthorpe's  wife,  had  the  misfortune  to  be  a  remarkably 
pretty  girl.  It  would  not  have  been  a  misfortune  if 
she  had  possessed  brains,  but  she  was  a  fickle,  flighty 
girl,  too  fond  of  pleasure  and  homage,  and  impressed 
apparently  with  the  idea  that  she  ought  to  be  a  great 
lady.  Having  regard  to  this,  it  may  seem  strange  that 
she  consented  to  become  the  wife  of  a  farmer.  But  it 
is  highly  probable  that  she  was  entirely  ignorant  of  what 
her  position  as  a  farmer's  wife  would  be ;  and,  knowing 
that  Oudthorpe  was  prosperous,  she  may  have  supposed 
she  would  have  a  fine  time  of  it,  and  do  as  she  liked. 

From  all  that  I  have  been  able  to  gather,  her  dream 
was  soon  dispelled,  and  she  began  to  find  the  isolation  of 
a  country  life  intolerable.  She  took  no  interest  in  her 
husband's  affairs,  and  was  constantly  grumbling  and 
sighing  for  the  gaiety  of  town  existence.  Cudthorpe,  it 
would  seem,  was  very  fond  of  her,  and  tried  all  in  his 
power  to  make  her  happy.  The  marriage  proved  a 
childless  one,  and  after  four  years  of  wedded  life  no 
offspring  had  come  to  bless  the  union.  It  may  be  that 
this  fact  tended  to  make  the  young  wife  more  restless 
and  dissatisfied  with  her  lot,  and  it  became  notorious 
around  the  country  side  that  domestic  affairs  up  at 
Barnfield  did  not  flow  smoothly. 
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It  chanced  one  summer  that  some  military  operations 
were  being  carried  on  in  the  neighbourhood  in  connec- 
tion with  the  ordnance  survey,  and  Cudthorpe  was 
asked  to  afford  accommodation  for  a  few  weeks  to  two 
young  officers  engaged  in  the  survey,  one  of  them  being 
a  lieutenant.  In  an  evil  moment  the  farmer  consented 
to  this,  thinking  it  would  afford  a  change  for  his  wife. 
And  at  first  all  seemed  to  go  well.  But  when  six  weeks 
had  passed  the  farmer  had  reason  to  think  that  his  wife  and 
the  lieutenant  had  become  too  familiar,  and  he  ordered 
him  to  leave  the  house.  This  caused  a  scene  between 
the  wife  and  her  husband,  and  about  the  end  of  the 
summer  the  young  wife  disappeared  from  her  home.  At 
first  Cudthorpe  was  bowed  down  with  grief,  but  when 
in  the  course  of  time  things  came  to  his  knowledge 
which  made  it  too  evident  that  the  guilty  woman  had 
gone  off  with  her  soldier  lover,  the  deceived  husband  is 
said  to  have  become  furious,  and  uttered  maledictions 
upon  her.  Then  for  over  two  years  her  name  was  a 
dead  letter  in  his  family,  and  no  one  would  have  dared  to 
utter  it  in  his  hearing  for  fear  of  incurring  his  wrath. 

Time  at  last  brought  him  his  revenge.  Cast  off  by 
her  faithless  and  worthless  lover,  she  crept  back  to  her 
husband's  home  penitent  and  broken-hearted,  but  the 
man  was  stern  and  unforgiving.  She  had  had  no  pity 
for  him ;  why  should  he  have  any  for  her  ?  He  had 
done  everything  he  could  to  make  her  happy,  and  she 
had  repaid  him  with  baseness,  and  had  dishonoured  his 
name  and  bed.  Why,  then,  should  he  show  her  mercy  ? 
Such  would  seem  to  have  been  his  feelings,  for  he 
turned  her  from  his  door  with  a  curse.  She  wandered 
away,  and  two  days  later  her  dead  body  was  found  in  a 
pond  in  one  of  the  fields  in  Barnfield.  She  had 
committed   suicide.     Lying   on    a   flat   stone  near  the 
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pond,  with  another  stone  on  the  top  to  keep  it  from 
blowing  away,  was  a  half-sheet  of  paper,  on  which  the 
unhappy  woman  had  written  in  pencil — 

"  My  death  shall  be  avenged." 

She  must  have  died  with  strange  notions  as  to  what 
she  was  entitled  to  if  she  thought  that  the  taking  of  her 
own  life,  which  she  had  blighted  and  blasted,  was  to  be 
signalized  by  an  act  of  vengeance. 

From  the  time  that  the  body  was  discovered  Mr. 
Cudthorpe  became  a  changed  man.  He  grew  morose 
and  sullen,  and  seemed  to  take  no  interest  in  anything. 
The  sunshine  of  his  life  had  been  darkened  for  ever, 
and  it  was  said  about  the  country  that  he  was  never 
again  known  to  smile.  He  had  been  badly  treated, 
cruelly  deceived,  and  shamefully  wronged;  but  there 
was  good  reason  to  believe  that  he  was  strongly  impressed 
with  the  idea  that  he  had  been  harsh  to  his  erring  wife, 
whom  he  had  doted  upon ;  and  folk  said  they  were  sure 
if  she  had  not  destroyed  herself,  but  had  gone  to  him  a 
second  time,  he  would  have  taken  her  to  his  heart  again 
and  have  forgiven  her.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he  sorrowed 
in  silence  and  became  a  gloomy  man.  Such  was  the 
sorrowful  story,  and  it  begot  him  the  sympathy  of  every 
one  who  knew  him,  for  it  was  a  tradition  that  he  had 
been  an  exceptionally  tender  and  devoted  husband,  and 
the  wife  had  repaid  it  all  by  inflicting  upon  him  the 
cruellest  and  deadliest  wrong  a  woman  can  put  upon  a 
man ;  and  even  those  who  were  disposed  to  be  most 
lenient  found  little  to  say  in  extenuation  of  her  fault,  or 
in  her  favour. 

Prom  that  dark  day  when  the  frail  woman's  body 
was  dragged  from  the  pond  to  the  tragedy  that  made 
me  acquainted  with  the  story  fifteen  years  elasped. 
Harvest  time  came  and  went.     The  autumns  smiled  with 
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their  wealth  of  fruit,  prosperity  shone  on  Cudthorpe, 
and  he  was  said  to  be  growing  rich.  But  he  still 
externally  remained  the  same  gloomy  man.  He  had, 
however,  found  some  compensation  for  his  wrong  and 
loss.  Three  years  after  his  wife's  death  he  had  adopted 
the  orphan  lad  of  a  neighbouring  farmer,  who  had  met 
with  a  sudden  end  through  being  gored  by  a  bull. 
Cudthorpe  had  taken  the  youth — then  eleven  years  of 
age — and  the  young  fellow,  whose  name  was  Willian ., 
and  who,  by  his  foster-father's  request,  adopted  the 
name  of  Cudthorpe,  honoured  him  as  a  father,  and 
returned  him  all  the  affection  of  a  true  son.  Of  course 
it  was  generally  understood  that  on  the  old  man's  death 
William  would  succeed  to  the  property  ;  and  as  he  was 
known  to  be  a  very  steady  and  praiseworthy  young 
fellow,  a  bright  and  happy  future  was  predicted  for  him, 
notwithstanding  that  it  was  an  open  secret  that  Cud- 
thorpe had  made  him  vow  that  he  would  never 
marry. 

One  day  Oliver  Cudthorpe  crossed  over  to  Southamp- 
ton, to  attend  a  cattle  show  that  was  being  held  in  the 
town.  He  had  distinctly  stated,  on  leaving  his  home 
in  the  morning,  that  he  would  be  back  in  the  evening; 
but  night  came,  and  he  had  not  returned.  No  un- 
easiness, however,  was  felt,  although  it  was  unusual  for 
him  to  remain  away  all  night.  But  early  the  next 
morning,  when  the  farm  hands  rose  to  go  to  their  labours, 
they  were  amazed  to  observe  Cudthorpe's  horse,  which 
he  had  ridden  the  day  before,  standing  at  the  gate 
that  led  into  the  stable  yard.  It  was  covered  with  mud, 
as  if  it  had  been  galloping  across  the  country  It  had 
been  raining  for  some  days,  and  the  roads  and  fields 
were  swampy.  The  horse  had  been  a  favourite  one  of 
Cudthorpe's,  he  had  ridden  it  for  years,  and  it  seemed 
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to  express,  by  its  looks  and  manner,  that  something 
terrible  had  happened. 

An  alarm  was  at  once  raised,  and  search  parties  set 
off  to  look  for  the  missing  man.  It  was  a  natural 
thought  that  an  accident  had  happened.  Perhaps  the 
farmer  had  been  seized  with  a  fit,  and  had  died  on  the 
way.  And  from  the  fact  of  the  horse  having  returned, 
it  was  concluded  that  Mr.  Cudthorpe's  body,  if  he  were 
dead,  would  be  found  not  far  away.  From  the  farm,  a 
path  ran  for  nearly  half  a  mile,  first  through  a  field, 
then  through  a  copse,  finally  through  a  lane  to  an  oak 
fence  that  was  the  boundary  line  of  the  farm  estate  on 
that  side,  and  the  lane  was  entered  by  a  gateway  from 
the  highroad. 

The  whole  of  this  route  was  gone  over  without  any 
discovery  being  made.  Then  information  was  carried 
about  the  country  side,  and  inquiries  instituted,  with 
the  result  that  the  news  spread  like  wild-fire,  and  neigh- 
bours gathered  from  far  and  near.  At  last  some  one 
sharper  than  the  rest  occupied  himself  with  examining 
the  ground  between  the  gateway  and  the  farm ; 
because,  he  argued,  the  horse  could  not  have  got  in 
if  the  gate  had  been  shut ;  and  as  it  was  found  shut  on 
the  first  search,  the  inference  was  that  Mr.  Cudthorpe 
had  passed  through  the  gateway  from  the  highroad. 
The  examination  resulted  in  finding  what  was  unmis- 
takably a  little  pool  of  blood  on  the  turfy  pathway  that 
ran  through  the  copse.  This  put  a  new  complexion  on 
the  affair,  and  pointed  to  a  crime  rather  than  an 
accident;  because,  if  an  accident,  where  was  Cudthorpe  ? 

Presently  indications  were  observed  that  something 
heavy  had  been  dragged  from  where  the  blood  was 
through  the  ferns  and  moss  of  the  copse.  There  was  a 
distinct  trail,  and  blood  was    noticed  on  some  of  the 
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ferns.  The  trail  was  followed  until  a  pond  was  reached — ■ 
the  very  pond  in  which  the  erring  Mrs.  Cudthorpe  had 
committed  suicide  fifteen  years  before.  Appliances 
were  at  once  procured  for  dragging  the  pond,  which 
was  deep  and  rather  large,  and  in  a  short  time,  to  the 
horror  of  every  one  present,  Parmer  Cudthorpe's  body 
was  brought  to  the  surface.  The  simple  country  folk 
were  puzzled  to  understand  what  this  meant.  It  was 
clear  enough,  of  course,  that  poor  Cudthorpe  was  dead ; 
but  if  his  horse  had  thrown  him  in  the  copse,  or  he  had 
tumbled  off  through  being  seized  with  a  fit,  how  did  his 
body  come  into  the  water  ? 

A  consideration  of  this  fact  needed  no  very  erudite 
power  of  reasoning  to  det amine  that  the  man's  death 
was  the  result  of  crime,  not  accident. 

Amidst  deep  expressions  of  regret  the  body  was  borne 
to  the  farm,  and  carried  in  the  first  instance  into  an  out- 
building till  the  sodden  and  muddy  garments  could  be 
removed.  It  was  then  not.:!  that  the  heavy  and 
antiquated  repeater  watch,  with  its  massive  seals  and 
pendants,  which  Cudthorpe  always  wore,  was  still  on 
the  body,  and  when  his  pockets  were  searched  a 
considerable  sum  of  money  in  bank-notes,  preserved 
from  the  wet  by  a  leather  case,  was  found,  but  not  a 
coin  of  any  kind  was  in  his  pockets.  The  notes  and 
the  watch  being  there  seemed  to  indicate  that  he  had 
not  been  robbed.  A  little  later,  when  his  clothes  were 
being  removed,  it  was  observed  with  horror  that  there 
was  a  wound  from  which  blood  was  still  oozing  on  the 
top  of  the  chest,  just  where  it  joins  the  lower  part  of 
the  throat.  There  could  now  no  longer  be  a  doubt  that  a 
crime  had  been  committed,  and  William  Cudthorpe 
immediately  despatched  messengers  for  a  doctor  and  the 
police. 


THE  BARNFIELD  MURDER   CASE.  287 

The  doctor  came,  and,  after  a  careful  examination  of 
the  body,  he  announced  that  death  was  due  to  a  gun- 
shot wound.  The  bullet  had  entered  ihe  gullet,  cutting 
through  the  upper  branches  of  the  bronchial  tube  and 
some  of  the  large  veins,  and  had  then  passed  out 
through  the  left  side  of  the  back  part  of  the  neck.  The 
unfortunate  man  must  have  died  very  quickly,  and  had 
bled  a  great  deal.  The  doctor  also  stated  that 
Cudthorpe  was  dead  before  he  was  thrown  into  the 
water. 

It  was  now  painfully  evident  that  a  strange  and 
mysterious  crime  had  been  committed.  But  they  had 
the  deed  before  them,  and  who  had  done  it  ?  It  was 
hardly  likely  it  was  any  one  in  the  neighbourhood,  for 
the  farmer  had  been  universally  respected,  and  not 
a  soul  could  be  pointed  to  as  having  borne  him  any 
ill-will. 

It  chanced  that  at  this  time  a  relative  of  mine  was 
connected  in  an  official  capacity  with  the  county  police, 
and  he  requested  that  I  should  be  asked  to  go  down 
from  London,  and  see  if  I  could  unravel  the  apparent 
mystery.  I  readily  complied  with  the  request,  and  on 
my  arrival  I  felt  it  necessary  to  inquire  into  Mr. 
Oudthorpe's  mode  of  life  and  antecedents.  Of  course 
I  soon  learnt  the  story  of  his  wife's  frailty  and  self- 
sought  death.  It  was  common  property  in  the  district, 
and  every  one  knew  it.  But  it  did  not  seem  to  me  then 
to  have  the  slightest  bearing  on  Oudthorpe's  violent 
death. 

Pursuing  my  inquiries  farther  afield,  I  ascertained 
that  when  he  left  Southampton  for  his  house  he  was 
known  to  have  a  considerable  sum  of  money  in  gold  and 
silver  on  his  person.  Several  witnesses  testified  to  this, 
including  the  keeper  of  a  tavern  who  knew  him  well, 
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and  at  whose  house  he  had  partaken  of  some  bread  and 
cheese  and  ale  preparatory  to  leaving  for  Barnfield. 
This  fact  seemed  to  point  to  robbery  as  the  motive  for 
the  crime.  The  murderer  had  taken  the  coin,  but 
had  left  the  watch  and  notes  as  being  likely  to  betray 
him. 

After  this,  my  next  move  was  to  try  and  find  out  if 
any  one  had  been  known  to  purchase  a  gun  in 
Southampton  about  the  time  of  the  murder.  But  I 
could  not  get  any  information  to  that  effect.  Then  it 
occurred  to  me  to  search  about  the  scene  of  the  crime, 
as  there  was  a  probability  that  the  murderer  might  have 
thrown  the  weapon  away.  Nothing  resulted  from  the 
search,  however,  and  then  I  thought  I  would  have  the 
pond  dragged.  And  after  two  days'  work  we  fished 
up  an  old  musket  bearing  the  Tower  mark,  and  date 
1836.  This,  then,  was  the  weapon  with  which  the  foul 
deed  had  been  done ;  and  in  it  I  was  sanguine  I  had 
a  powerful  clue  that  would  enable  me  to  run  the 
criminal  down. 

The  possession  of  a  gun  of  that  kind  must  have  been 
known  to  others  besides  the  possessor  himself,  and  so  I 
had  a  strong  belief  that  it  would  prove  the  key  to  solving 
the  mystery.  "Week  after  week,  however,  went  by,  and 
brought  us  no  nearer  the  solution.  But  at  last  it  came 
to  my  knowledge  that  the  gun  had  been  stolen  from  the 
armoury  of  a  militia  regiment  in  Southampton,  though 
up  to  then  it  had  not  been  missed.  My  nest  course  was 
to  try  and  find  out  who  was  likely  to  have  opportunities 
of  stealing  the  gun,  and  suspicion  fastened  on  a  young 
man  who  for  some  days  had  been  seen  hanging  about 
the  depot  of  the  regiment.  He  was  described  as  being 
about  seventeen  or  eighteen  years  of  age,  rather  tall,  thin 
and  sickly  in  appearance,  and  looking  as  if  he  had  gone 
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through  a  great  deal  of  hardship.  An  old  army  pen- 
sioner was  in  charge  of  the  place,  and  to  him  the  young 
fellow  had  stated  that  he  was  in  great  poverty,  where- 
upon the  pensioner  had  given  him  food  and  allowed  him 
to  sleep  a  couple  of  nights  on  the  premises. 

Even  with  this  information  to  go  upon,  it  seemed 
reasonable  to  assume  that  the  young  man  was  the 
criminal. 

Then  a  curious  question  suggested  itself  to  me. 

Why  did  he  select  Mr.  Cudthorpe  as  his  victim,  and 
shoot  him  down  on  his  own  estate?  This  question 
brought  to  my  mind  the  story  I  had  heard  about  Mrs. 
Cudthorpe  having  left  a  piece  of  paper  behind  her  when 
she  committed  suicide,  on  which  she  had  written,  "  My 
death  shall  be  avenged."  Was  this  crime  an  act  of 
vengeance  ?  Somehow  it  seemed  to  me,  when  I  con- 
sidered all  the  circumstances,  that  it  was. 

Following  up  the  clue  I  had  got,  I  succeeded  in  tracing 
the  young  man  to  Salisbury,  where  a  fair  was  being 
held.  And  I  found  him  at  last  in  company  with  some 
soldiers,  drinking  in  a  tavern.  He  was  a  wretched, 
starved,  miserable-looking  creature,  with  a  hunted, 
scared  look  in  his  pale  face.  As  I  arrested  him  he 
sighed  and  murmured — 

"  I  am  glad." 

"  Of  what  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  That  you  have  taken  me,  for  I  was  going  mad  with 
the  burden  of  my  secret.  But  I  killed  him  in  order  to 
avenge  my  mother,  and  because  he  would  not  help  me." 

These  words  were  a  revelation,  and  soon  the  sad  truth 
was  known.  The  murderer  was  the  illegitimate  son  of 
Mrs.  Cudthorpe,  his  father  being  the  lover  with  whom 
she  fled.  The  lad  had  been  brought  up  by  a  female 
relative  of  Mrs.  Cudthorpe,  who  had  preserved  the  secret 
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of  his  existence,  but  she  was  weak  enough  to  tell  him 
the  story  of  his  mother's  shame  and  suicide,  and  how  she 
had  left  a  paper  saying  her  death  would  be  avenged. 
That  seems  to  have  sunk  into  the  boy's  mind,  and  he 
dwelt  upon  it  night  and  day.  At  last  his  guardian  died, 
and  he  was  left  to  his  own  resources.  But  he  could  get 
no  one  to  own  him  and  no  one  to  help  him.  Then  it 
occurred  to  him  to  write  to  Mr.  Cudthorpe,  making 
known  who  he  was,  and  solicit  help  from  him.  Cud- 
thorpe, however,  took  no  notice  of  the  letters,  and  kept  the 
existence  of  his  guilty  wife's  son  a  secret  from  every  one 
as  far  as  he  was  concerned.  At  last  the  wretched  youth 
resolved  to  kill  him.  He  stole  the  gun,  and  lay  in  wait 
for  his  victim  in  the  copse,  where  he  shot  him  down,  and, 
by  dint  of  extraordinary  physical  exertion,  dragged 
the  dead  man  to  the  pond,  as  he  wished  to  throw  his 
body  into  the  same  place  where  his  mother  had 
committed  suicide. 

Such  was  the  sad  and  pitiable  story  of  sorrow  and 
shame  which  a  woman's  frailty  was  resjDonsible  for. 
Little  could  Fanny  Cudthorpe  have  dreamed  what  the 
result  would  be  when  she  listened  to  the  lying  words  of 
her  false  and  villainous  lover,  for  whose  sake  she  had 
abandoned  home,  friends,  honour,  husband — everything 
that  an  upright  woman  should  most  treasure. 

The  unhappy  youth,  who  had  thus  deprived  his 
mother's  husband  of  his  life,  was  duly  tried  and  sen- 
tenced to  death.  But  an  agitation  was  got  up  in  his 
f  avour,  and  his  sentence  was  commuted  to  penal  servitude 
for  life.  It  would  have  been  more  merciful,  however 
to  have  carried  out  the  original  sentence  of  the  law,  for 
at  his  age  penal  servitude  for  life  was  fraught  with 
horrors,  compared  with  which  death  would  have  been  a 
merciful  release. 
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Signorina  Veronica  Tortolini  was  the  fairy  queen 
and  premiere  danseuse  in  the  pantomime  at  the  Great 
Novelty  Theatre,  London.  Mademoiselle  was  an 
Italian,  and  had  come  over  to  England  with  her  parents, 
who  set  out  for  London  as  for  El  Dorado.  Signor 
Tortolini  at  once  commenced  business  as  an  itinerant 
ice-cream  vendor,  and  his  wife  supplemented  the  income 
by  grinding  an  organ  which  she  wheeled  about  on  a 
hand- cart.  Veronica  was  then  an  infant,  and  her  early 
years  were  passed  in  a  basket  attached  to  the  hand-cart 
on  which  the  organ  was  placed.  Here  in  fair  weather 
and  ioxil  she  slept  or  whimpered,  as  the  case  might  be, 
for  sometimes  fourteen  or  fifteen  hours  out  of  the 
twenty-four.  The  remaining  hours  of  the  day  were 
passed  with  her  parents  in  the  squalid  fetidness  of  a 
den  on  Saffron  Hill.  In  spite  of  these  disadvantages, 
of  London  grime  and  fog,  of  the  squalor  and  misery  of 
her  home,  she  grew  in  beauty,  and  when  she  was  about 
ten  or  eleven  her  parents  clothed  her  in  a  picturesque 
Italian  garb,  and  sent  her  forth  to  sell  flowers  in  the 
London  streets,  and  she  took  up  her  station  on  the 
pavement  of  the  Royal  Exchange.  Her  natural  grace, 
her  undoubted  good  looks,  and  her  symmetrical  figure 
attracted  a  great  deal  of  attention,  and  for  a  time  she 
drove  a  thriving  trade.  Her  competitors,  however, 
the  typical  London  flower-girls,  who  are  the  most 
foul-mouthed  and  unpicturesque  creatures  to  be  found 
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in  all  Europe,  became  jealous  of  her  ;  and  they  led  her 
such  a  life,  and  were  so  unkind  and  cruel,  that  often  and 
often  poor  little  forlorn  Veronica  returned  to  her 
wretched  home  weeping  bitterly,  and  as  often  did  she 
refuse  to  go  out  again  to  sell  her  flowers.  But  then  her 
father  thrashed  her  with  a  strap,  for  he  could  not  bear 
the  idea  of  losing  the  money  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
bringing  home,  and  she  had  to  go  forth  once  more  to 
bear  the  jeers,  the  taunts,  and  the  ill-usage  of  her 
jealous  competitors. 

Thus  her  life  was  passed  until  she  was  about  thirteen. 
It  was  a  bitter  life — a  life  of  the  London  streets ;  a  life 
in  which  she  had  to  hold  her  own  against  long  odds  ;  a 
life  in  which  she  experienced  no  sympathy,  no  tender- 
ness ;  a  life  that  was  hard,  terrible,  and  bitter.  Her 
parents  regarded  her  as  a  money-getting  medium,  and 
nothing  else.  If  she  failed  to  get  money,  they  thrashed 
her  and  drove  her  from  the  house,  threatening  her  with 
dreadful  consequences  unless  she  procured  the  money 
for  which  they  craved ;  for  money  was  their  aim,  their 
creed,  their  god. 

When  the  girl  was  about  thirteen  she  was  far  in 
advance  of  her  years.  She  ought  still  to  have  been  a 
child,  but  instead  of  that  she  was  a  woman,  who  had 
come  to  look  upon  existence  as  a  terrible  sort  of  thing ; 
and  she  often  wondered  why  God  had  made  her.  But 
at  last  a  change  came.  It  chanced  one  day  that  an 
Italian  ballet-master  noticed  her.  He  was  in  London 
on  business  in  connection  with  his  calling,  and  being 
struck  with  her  beauty  and  her  grace  as  she  stood  in  a 
drizzling  rain  offering  her  flowers  to  the  passers-by,  he 
accosted  her,  and  asked  her  if  she  would  like  to  learn  to 
dance — if  she  would  like  to  go  to  Italy,  and  be  trained 
for  the  theatre.      The  question  seemed  to  her  to  open 
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up  the  prospects  of  heaven,  and  with  an  engerness 
begotten  by  the  unutterable  misery  of  her  position,  she 
said  she  would  go  anywhere,  do  anything,  so  long  as 
she  could  get  away  from  London.  The  man  who  had 
spoken  to  her  was  the  well-known  ballet-master,  Signor 
Pellegrini  Egero,  who  was  then  attached  to  La  Scala, 
in  Milan.  He  suggested  that  he  should  see  her 
parents,  but  with  a  passionate  appeal  she  requested  him 
not  to  do  so,  but  to  take  her  away  at  once. 

As  he  probably  thought  that  this  course  would  very 
considerably  simplify  matters,  as  well  as  save  expense, 
— for  he  was  too  shrewd  to  suppose  her  people  would 
let  her  go  unless  they  were  Avell  paid, — he  told  her 
that  in  a  few  days'  time  he  would  be  returning  to  Italy, 
and  would  take  her  with  him.  In  the  mean  time  she 
was  to  say  nothing  to  any  one  of  what  she  was  going  to 
do ;  and  at  a  certain  hour  on  a  certain  evening  she  was 
to  meet  him  at  Ludgate  Hill  Railway  Station,  and 
proceed  to  Paris  by  the  night  train.  The  arrangement 
was  duly  carried  out,  and  Veronica  entered  upon  a  new 
phase  of  existence. 

"When  she  failed  to  return  home  as  was  her  wont,  her 
parents  were  filled  with  anxiety,  for  she  had  been  very 
profitable  to  them ;  and  their  sordid  instincts  far  out- 
weighed parental  affection.  Indeed,  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  they  bore  her  any  affection  at  all.  It  was  the 
money  they  thought  of ;  and  when  several  days  had 
passed  and  she  had  not  returned,  they  went  to  the  police 
station  and  expressed  a  fear  that  she  had  been  decoyed 
away  or  that  something  dreadful  had  happened  to 
her.  Of  course  an  attempt  was  made  by  the  police  to 
trace  her,  but  nothing  came  of  it ;  and  in  the  course  of  a 
month  or  two  her  parents  probably  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  she  was  lost  to  them  for  ever. 
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Several  years  elapsed;  Signorina  Tortolini  had  be- 
come famous  as  a  ballet-dancer,  and  was  known  almost 
throughout  Europe.  Not  only  was  she  celebrated  as  a 
dancer,  but  as  a  beauty:  dark  as  night,  with  perfect 
teeth,  an  olive  complexion,  a  wealth  of  blue-black  hair, 
lustrous  eyes  with  deep  heavy  lashes,  and  a  faultless 
figure.  She  made  slaves  of  men  wherever  she  went. 
By  this  time  her  parents  were  both  dead.  They  had 
never  done  anything  to  beget  her  love,  and  possibly  she 
experienced  no  regret  when  she  learnt  that  she  was  an 
orphan. 

At  last  she  returned  to  London,  where  she  had  known 
so  much  misery  and  suffering.  But  now  she  came  as 
a  person  of  importance.  She  was  no  longer  poor,  for 
she  kept  her  maid,  rode  in  her  carriage,  and  occupied 
"  swell "  apartments  in  the  West  End  of  London.  She 
was  engaged  as  principal  dancer  at  the  Great  Novelty 
Theatre,  which  had  gained  an  European  reputation  for 
its  spectacular  productions,  and  it  was  said  that  Signorina 
Tortolini  was  enabled  to  command  a  salary  of  £150  a 
week.  This  could  hardly  be  regarded  as  an  extravagant 
remuneration  in  view  of  the  attraction  she  proved  to  be. 
She  became  the  rage  of  London.  Her  beauty  turned 
the  heads  of  all  the  dudes  in  Great  Babylon,  and  the 
Press  were  unanimous  in  declaring  that  she  was  one  of 
the  most  expert  and  remarkable  dancers  that  had  ever 
been  seen  in  the  British  metropolis.  She  continued  at 
the  theatre  for  several  seasons,  and  at  the  time  the 
startling  incident  happened  that  I  am  about  to  relate 
she  was  performing  in  a  grand  spectacular  pantomime 
that  was  attracting  all  London  to  witness  it.  In  this 
pantomime  Signorina  Tortolini  seemed  to  have  surpassed 
all  her  previous  efforts,  and  her  admirers  raved  about 
her.     The  homage   she   received   many   a   real   queen 
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might  have  envied,  while  men  with  more  money  than 
brains  were  so  electrified  by  her  exquisite  grace  and 
beauty  that  they  would  have  laid  then  fortunes  at  her 
feet.  But  she  was  a  coquette.  She  had  been  educated 
in  the  hard  school  of  the  London  streets  ;  she  knew 
something  of  the  hollowness  of  human  nature  and  the 
inborn  deceit  of  the  human  heart ;  and  while  she 
showed  no  particular  favour  to  any  one,  she  flattered  all 
who  had  long  purses,  and  it  was  whispered  that  she  was 
growing  wealthy  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice. 

It  goes  without  saying  that  none  of  those  who  now 
regarded  her  as  little  short  of  a  divinity  were  aware 
of  her  origin.  They  did  not  know  that  in  her  baby- 
hood she  had  been  carried  about  on  a  hand-cart  in 
company  with  an  organ,  and  that  later  she  had  been  a 
flower-hawker  in  the  streets  of  London.  And  most  of 
them,  no  doubt,  were  equally  unaware  that  she  had 
never  had  a  day's  schooling  in  her  life,  and  could  hardly 
write  her  own  name.  But  she  possessed  in  a  very 
eminent  degree  the  power  of  fascinating  the  opposite 
sex,  and  she  used  this  power  to  her  own  advantage. 
Her  life,  poor  thing,  was  a  fever,  and  was  destined  to 
have  a  strange  and  startling  end. 

One  night,  when  the  Christmas  season  was  about  half 
ended,  she  was  not  ready,  as  was  her  wont,  to  go  on  the 
stage  to  take  part  in  the  principal  ballet.  This  caused 
considerable  surprise,  as  she  had  never  before  been 
known  to  keep  the  stage  waiting.  The  call-boy  was 
despatched  with  all  speed  to  her  dressing-room,  and, 
having  knocked  and  knocked  without  getting  a  reply, 
he  opened  the  door  and  looked  in,  when,  to  his  horror 
and  amazement,  he  found  her  lying  on  her  back  on  the 
floor,  her  limbs  contorted,  her  face  ghastly,  and  foam 
oozing  from  her  lips.     Forthwith  he  rushed  down  to  the 
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stage  to  tell  the  manager  what  he  had  seen,  and  when 
the  manager  hurried  to  the  room  he  thought  she  must 
be  in  a  fit,  and  as  speedily  as  possible  a  doctor  was  pro- 
cured, but  a  hasty  examination  showed  him  that  she 
was  not  in  a  fit,  but  stone  dead. 

The  audience  were  kept  in  ignorance  of  this  fact,  and 
when  they  roared  and  screamed  for  their  favourite,  they 
were  informed  that  Signorina  Tortolini  had  been  seized 
with  sudden  indisposition,  and  could  not  appear  that 
evening.  The  following  day,  when  the  news  spread  of 
her  death,  the  excitement  was  tremendous,  and  it  was 
increased  when  the  rumour  ran  that  she  had  committed 
suicide  by  poisoning  herself.  People  could  not  believe 
that  this  beautiful  woman,  who  was  said  to  be  rich,  and 
was  surrounded  with  all  the  luxuries  that  wealth  could 
purchase,  had  put  an  end  to  her  life.  What  was  the 
motive  that  had  prompted  her  to  such  a  desperate  act  ? 
Had  she  found  life  so  bitter  that  in  a  sudden  frenzy 
she  had  shuffled  off  the  coil  that  bound  her  to  mortal 
things  ?  Sudden  indeed  it  must  have  been,  for  she  had 
already  appeared  in  the  opening  scenes  of  the  panto- 
mime ;  and  when  she  was  found  dead  she  was  fully 
attired  in  the  light  but  gorgeous  costume  in  which  she 
danced  in  the  ballet  scene,  and  the  maid  who  dressed 
her  asserted  that  the  Signorina  had  sent  her  out  of  the 
room,  saying  she  would  be  down  on  the  stage  in  a  few 
minutes. 

A  post-mortem  examination  Avas  perforce  held,  with 
the  result  that  it  was  proved  beyond  all  doubt  that  poor 
Signorina  Tortolini  had  died  of  prussic  acid,  and  that  the 
quantity  she  had  taken  was  sufficient  to  have  poisoned 
half-a-dozen  people.  The  vehicle  in  which  she  had 
taken  the  poison  was  an  egg-flip  made  of  sherry,  which 
she  was  in  the  habit  of  having  regularly  every  night. 
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When  the  evidence  was  heard  at  the  inquest,  there 
was  good  reason  to  doubt  whether  the  girl  had  com- 
mitted suicide,  and  rumours  of  ford  play  began  to  spread 
about.  I  received  instructions  to  make  an  investi- 
gation, and  my  first  inquiries  were  directed  to  trying  to 
discover  if  she  had  ever  been  known  to  express  a  wish 
to  get  rid  of  her  life.  But  without  a  single  exception 
every  one  I  questioned  was  emphatic  in  the  statement 
that  she  was  singularly  cheerful  and  fond  of  life,  and 
was  in  the  habit  of  talking  of  the  time  when  she  would 
return  to  her  native  country,  Italy,  and  build  herself  a 
grand  house  ;  for  though  illiterate  and  uneducated,  she 
had  a  great  notion  of  posing  as  a  person  of  wealth  and 
position.  I  next  endeavoured  to  ascertain  if  she  had 
purchased  poison  anywhere,  but  could  get  no  evidence 
that  she  had  done  so.  Then  I  asked  myself,  "  Whence 
did  the  poison  come  that  had  destroyed  her  ? "  A 
thorough  and  minute  search  of  all  her  things,  her 
boxes,  her  jewel-cases,  the  pockets  of  her  clothes,  failed 
to  discover  a  trace  of  poison  of  any  description,  and  the 
more  I  examined  into  the  matter,  the  more  convinced  I 
became  that  Tortolini  had  not  committed  suicide,  but 
had  been  murdered.  When  she  had  left  the  stage  to 
change  her  costume  for  the  great  ballet  scene,  she  was 
exceptionally  lively,  for  she  had  received  a  tremendous 
reception,  and  had  had  several  magnificent  bouquets 
thrown  at  her  feet.  Nothing  that  I  could  unearth  in 
regard  to  her  tended  to  make  the  theory  of  suicide  in 
the  least  degree  probable.  Of  course  there  was  the 
possibility  of  accident,  but  the  most  careful  inquiries 
failed  to  prove  that  prussic  acid  had  ever  been  used  in 
the  theatre  for  any  purpose  whatever.  But  even 
supposing  that  it  had,  by  what  strange  concatenation  of 
circumstances  did  such  a  quantity  get  into  the  unfor- 
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tunate  woman's  room,  and  into  her  egg-flip,  which  was 
her  nightly  drink  ?  This  decoction  was  always  made 
up  for  her  from  new-laid  eggs  which  her  maid  hrought 
up  daily,  and  the  sherry  used  was  part  of  a  small 
stock  she  kept  for  the  purpose  in  a  cupboard  in  the 
dressing-room,  to  which  no  one  had  access  save  the 
Signorina  herself  and  her  maid.  An  examination  of  the 
cupboard  proved  that  there  were  six  bottles  of  sherry 
with  the  seals  unbroken,  and  the  remains  of  a  bottle 
that  had  been  in  use.  This  bottle  contained  about  one- 
third  of  the  original  contents,  and  analysis  failed  to 
detect  any  poison  in  it.  It  was  evident,  therefore,  the 
deadly  drug  had  been  put  into  the  egg-flip,  which  was 
usually  kept  warm  in  a  glazed  earthenware  pot  that 
stood  on  the  hob  of  the  fireplace.  This  pot  still  con- 
tained some  of  the  flip,  but  it  was  free  from  poison. 
The  prussic  acid,  therefore,  had  been  put  into  the  glass 
from  which  poor  Signorina  Tortolini  had  drunk  prepara- 
tory to  descending  to  the  stage  to  go  through  her 
arduous  performance  as  the  chief  dancer  in  the  ballet. 
The  fatal  draught  must  have  been  almost  instantaneous 
in  its  effects,  although  it  was  clear  she  had  suffered  a 
spasm  of  agony,  as  was  evidenced  by  the  contortion  of 
her  body.  Such,  then,  were  the  facts  in  connection 
with  this  mysterious  and  extraordinary  case.  And 
every  step  of  my  investigation  only  served  to  confirm 
the  opinion  I  had  come  to — that  it  was  murder — cruel 
and  revengeful  murder;  for  no  other  motive  save 
revenge  would  fit  in  as  feasible.  It  was  on  these 
lines  that  I  began  to  work  ;  and  though  I  was 
confronted  with  as  strange  a  case  as  I  had  ever 
been  called  upon  to  unravel,  I  nevertheless  had  a 
strong  hope  that  I  should  succeed  in  clearing  up  the 
mystery, 


THE  STORY  OF  A    CHRISTMAS  FAIRY.  299 

I  need  scarcely  say,  perhaps,  that  I  was  convinced  in 
my  own  mind  that  the  hand  which  had  administered 
the  deadly  drug  was  the  hand  of  some  one  employed  in 
the  theatre.  Now,  the  theatre  was  a  very  large  one,  and 
the  employes  during  the  pantomime  season  were 
numhered  by  hundreds.  But  it  was  reasonable  to  say 
that  at  least  ninety  per  cent,  of  these  could  be  left  out 
of  the  calculation  altogether.  The  margin  was  thus 
narrowed  down.  Nevertheless,  at  that  stage  of  the 
inquiry  it  was  an  exceedingly  difficult  task  to  point  to 
any  individual  as  the  probable  criminal :  and,  fully 
recognizing  the  difficulty,  I  proceeded  with  the  greatest 
caution  and  secrecy,  for  I  desired  that  the  guilty 
person  should  for  the  time  remain  in  fancied  security, 
inasmuch  as  by  believing  himself  secure  he  would 
probably  relax  caution,  and  by  some  careless  act  play 
into  my  hands. 

Such  a  case  as  this  was  one  which  necessarily 
required  a  very  great  deal  of  tact  and  discrimination,  to 
say  nothing  of  patience  and  perseverance.  Silently,  as 
the  outraged  law's  avenger,  I  went  to  work,  and  step 
by  step  I  traced  Signorina  Tortolini's  career  backward 
to  the  time  when  she  made  her  first  appearance  in 
London  as  an  infant  in  the  basket  on  the  wheelbarrow 
I  brought  to  light  a  secret  which  she  had  kept  well,  and 
that  was  that  while  she  was  in  Italy,  and  before  she 
was  twenty,  she  was  married  to  an  actor  whom  she  met 
at  La  Scala.  But  he  turned  out  a  worthless  scamp, 
and  they  separated  a  few  months  after  marriage  ;  and 
a  little  later  he  drove  himself  mad  with  drink,  and  had 
been  confined  in  a  lunatic  asylum  ever  since.  This 
marriage  had  no  bearing  upon  the  case,  and  I  merely 
mention  it  as  an  interesting  incident  in  connection  with 
Tortolini's  strange  career. 
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Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  during  all  the  time  I 
was  pursuing  my  inquiries  I  lost  sight  of  the 
possibility  that  the  guilty  hand  was  that  of  Tortolini's 
maid.  This  woman  was  a  widow  of  about  thirty  years 
of  age.  Her  husband  had  been  a  cornet-player,  and 
had  fulfilled  engagements  in  the  metropolis.  His  wife 
— whose  name  was  Jane  Spalding — had  also  been  con- 
nected with  theatres  nearly  all  her  life,  and  had  been  in 
Tortolini's  employ  as  a  dresser  and  maid  for  a  long 
time.  I  kept  Spalding  closely  under  surveillance,  but 
learnt  nothing  that  justified  my  harbouring  suspicion 
against  her.  Indeed,  she  had  everything  to  lose  by  the 
death  of  her  mistress,  who  had  been  an  exceptionally 
good  friend  to  her ;  and  for  her  to  have  killed  this 
friend  would  have  been  to  have  killed  the  goose  that 
laid  the  golden  eggs.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Spalding 
was  bowed  down  with  grief,  and  her  grief  was  genuine—  ■ 
of  that  I  had  no  doubt.  Although  up  to  this  point  I 
had  been  unable  to  fix  suspicion  upon  any  particular 
person,  I  did  not  swerve  in  my  belief  that  the  guilty 
one  had  been  employed  in  the  theatre  on  the  night  of 
the  crime.  Three  months  had  passed  since  Tortolini's 
death,  and  the  pantomime  company  had  dispersed,  but 
still  I  did  not  relax  nry  efforts  to  unravel  the  mystery 
and  bring  the  crime  home,  and  at  last  I  got  a  clue. 

In  the  employ  of  a  firm  of  eminent  drysalters  who 
carried  on  business  in  one  of  the  large  towns  of  the 
Midlands  was  a  Mr.  William  Brinton,  who  travelled 
for  the  firm  and  periodically  visited  London.  This 
gentleman  had  a  married  sister,  whose  name  was 
Florence  Arkwright.  She  was  an  actress,  and  was 
professionally  known  as  Miss  Tilly  Florence,  while  her 
husband  played  under  his  own  name  of  Spencer 
Arkwright.     They  were   both   engaged   at  the   Great 
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Novelty  Theatre  during  the  run  of  the  pantomime,  and 
in  the  course  of  that  period  Mr.  William  Brinton  had 
been  in  London,  and  had  stayed  with  his  sister  and 
brother-in-law,  who  rented  a  house  in  Brompton.  He 
had  stayed  there  during  the  season  three  or  four  times, 
and  on  each  occasion  he  had  among  his  drug  samples, 
in  his  sample  case,  a  small  quantity  of  prussic  acid. 
Now,  what  was  the  inference  to  be  drawn  from  this 
fact  ?  A  proportion  of  the  fearful  drug  extracted  each 
time  from  the  samples  would  in  the  aggregate  make  up 
a  large  quantity,  and  a  large  quantity  had  been  used 
to  kill  Tortolini.  But  who  had  used  it  for  that 
wicked  purpose  ?  Not  Brinton  himself,  for  I  was 
satisfied  that  he  knew  nothing  of  Signorina  Tortolini, 
and  had  never  spoken  to  her  in  his  life.  Upon  two 
persons,  therefore,  my  suspicions  fell.  Those  two 
persons  were  Arkwright  and  his  wife. 

Now,  in  pursuing  an  inquiry  of  this  nature  it  was  of 
the  very  first  importance  to  a  solution  of  the  mystery 
that  a  motive  for  the  crime  should  be  approximately 
determined,  and  I  turned  my  attention  to  endeavouring 
to  find  out  if  the  Arkwrights  had  any  motive  for  killing 
the  Fairy  Queen  of  the  Great  Novelty  Pantomime.  Ark- 
wright, I  should  state,  was  a  young  and  handsome  man, 
of  about  thirty-two  or  -three,  with  a  most  seductive  and 
attractive  manner.  On  the  other  hand,  his  wife  was  a 
somewhat  plain-looking  woman,  and  her  husband's  senior 
by  three  or  four  years.  Possibly  in  her  youth  she  had 
been  attractive  enough,  but  that  day  was  past,  and  she 
was  now  decidedly  passce.  I  soon  learned  that  the  Ark- 
wrights were  an  ill-matched  pair.  He  was  flighty  and 
fond  of  female  society,  and  his  wife  was  madly  jealous 
of  him.  Here,  then,  was  what,  on  the  face  of  it,  seemed 
to  be  a  very  adequate  motive  for  the  crime;  for,  assuming 
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that  Arkwright  had  carried  on  an  intrigue  with  Signorina 
Tortolini,  the  assumption  that  his  wife  had  been  spurred 
on  to  commit  the  crime  by  motives  of  fierce  jealousy 
was  the  natural  deduction.  But  I  had  yet  to  prove 
there  had  been  an  intrigue,  and  I  could  get  no  evidence 
then  that  such  had  been  the  case.  Nevertheless,  the 
various  links  that  I  had  thus  fitted  in  formed  such  a 
strong  chain  of  circumstantial  evidence  against  Mrs. 
Arkwright  that  I  resolved  not  to  lose  sight  of  her. 
She  had,  in  my  mind,  become  the  central  figure  of  the 
grim  tragedy,  and  that  she  had  been  enabled  to  possess 
herself  of  prussic  acid  from  her  brother's  samples  seemed 
pretty  conclusive.  Now,  if  she  was  the  murderess,  the 
only  motive  apparently  that  she  had  for  taking  the 
unfortunate  Italian's  life  was  jealousy;  and  yet  I  could 
find  no  living  soul  who  had  ever  seen  anything  between 
Arkwright  and  Tortolini  that  was  suggestive  of  an 
intrigue.  On  the  contrary,  evidence  was  forthcoming 
that  she  did  not  like  Arkwright ;  at  least,  certain  people 
stated  that  they  had  heard  her  say  so ;  but  of  course 
I  did  not  attach  any  great  weight  to  that.  Nevertheless, 
I  could  not  prove  that  it  was  not  true ;  and  at  last 
I  decided  on  having  an  interview  with  Mrs.  Arkwright, 
in  order  that  I  might,  if  possible,  justify  the  suspicions 
I  entertained  against  her.  I  therefore  called  upon  her 
one  evening  when  her  husband  was  out.  She  did  not 
know  me,  and  for  the  nonce  I  assumed  the  role  of  a 
theatrical  manager  who  was  anxious  to  engage  her 
services.  Having  sustained  a  conversation  for  some 
time  on  theatrical  matters,  I  suddenly  and  abruptly 
exclaimed — 

"  By  the  way,  you  were  well  acquainted  with  the  late 
Signorina  Tortolini,  were  you  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  with  something  like  a  sneer. 
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"  What  sort  of  a  woman  was  she  ?  " 

"  A  snake !  "  hissed  Mrs.  Arkwright,  with  peculiar 
bitterness,  which  had  a  strange  significance. 

"  Indeed ! "  I  answered,  with  apparent  unconcern.  "  I 
thought  she  was  a  very  charming  woman." 

"  Did  you  ?  Well,  you  have  been  misinformed. 
She  was  a  devil." 

"  What  makes  you  say  that  ?  " 

"  I  have  my  reasons." 

"  What  are  your  reasons  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  that  I  need  state  them  to  you. 
You  are  a  stranger  to  me." 

"  Shall  I  make  a  guess  at  them  ?  "  I  asked,  with  a 
forced  smile,  as  though  I  had  no  more  than  a  passing 
concern  in  questioning  her,  and  yet  I  felt  that  I  was 
gradually  tightening  the  law's  iron  grip  about  her. 

"  Oh,  if  you  like,"  she  said  lightly,  and  with  a  toss  of 
her  head. 

"  You  were  jealous  of  her,"  I  remarked,  fixing  my 
gaze  upon  her,  and  closely  watching  the  workings  of 
her  face,  which  began  unmistakably  to  show  uneasi- 
ness. 

"  And  if  I  were,"  she  answered,  "  I  had  good  cause 
to  be  so." 

«  Why  ?  " 

"  Because  she  sought  to  win  my  husband  from  me." 

With  this  answer  she  gave  herself  completely  away, 
and  rising  up,  and  deeply  impressed  with  the  seriousness 
of  the  situation,  I  said — 

"  Mrs.  Arkwright,  I  have  always  thought  Tortolini 
was  murdered  through  motives  of  jealousy.  It  is 
evident  that  you  were  jealous  of  her,  and  the  inference 
is  that  you  murdered  her,  and  you  obtained  the  poison 
by  abstracting  it  from  your  brother's  sample  case." 
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For  a  moment  she  looked  as  if  she  had  been 
suddenly  turned  to  stone.  Her  face  was  ghastly ;  her 
eyes  were  wild  and  restless ;  and  she  glanced  nervously 
about  like  a  hunted  animal  seeking  for  some  means  of 
escape  from  its  pursuers.  Crossing  the  room  to  where 
she  stood,  I  laid  my  hand  lightly  on  her  arm,  saying 
gently— 

"  I  am  a  detective — my  name  is  Donovan — and  I 
arrest  you  on  suspicion  of  having  poisoned  Signorina 
Tortolini." 

These  words  broke  the  spell  that  seemed  to  have 
fallen  upon  her,  and  with  a  strange,  almost  unearthly 
shriek  she  reeled,  and  fell  heavily  to  the  floor. 

I  obtained  assistance,  and  had  her  conveyed  to  the 
police  station,  but  it  very  soon  became  evident  that  her 
reason  had  fled.  In  fact,  she  had  become  a  dangerous 
and  hopeless  lunatic.  As  by  the  law  of  England  such  a 
person  could  not  be  put  on  trial,  she  was  sent  to  an 
asylum,  where  for  many  years  she  was  confined,  suffer- 
ing from  acute  mania.  At  last,  one  day  eluding  the 
vigilance  of  her  keepers,  she  sprang  over  a  hedge  at  the 
bottom  of  the  recreation  ground,  rusbed  across  a  field, 
and  threw  herself  into  a  deep  pond,  where  she  was 
drowned  before  assistance  could  reach  her. 

Although  legally  the  crime  was  never  proved  against 
her,  no  reasonable  being  could  doubt  she  was  a 
murderess,  and  there  was  a  grim  satisfaction  in  knowing 
that  poor  Tortolini's  cruel  death  did  not  go  unavenged. 


fm 
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For  some  time  the  passengers  by  the  steamers  of  tb.6 
Mediterranean  and  Oriental  Steam  Navigation  Company 
complained  bitterly  that  things  were  stolen  from  their 
cabins,  and  that  their  luggage  was  frequently  broken 
open  and  valuables  abstracted.  These  robberies  were 
conducted  in  such  a  mysterious  way,  and  the  complaints 
became  so  numerous,  that  the  directors  felt  bound,  in 
their  own  interests,  to  take  some  active  measures  to 
discover  the  thief  or  thieves.  On  the  very  face  of  it,  it 
seemed  that  several  persons  must  be  concerned,  for  only 
by  a  systematic  and  organized  conspiracy  could  such  a 
series  of  robberies  have  been  perpetrated,  and  it  was  no 
less  certain  that  the  robbers  were  as  bold  as  they  were 
expert.  The  result  was,  I  was  requested  to  take  the 
matter  up  and  endeavour  to  bring  the  rascals  to  justice. 
In  making  my  investigations  into  all  the  circum- 
stances, I  found  that  generally  the  robberies  had  been 
committed  between  Bordeaux  and  Lisbon,  both  places 
being  ports  of  call  for  the  Company's  steamers.  This 
fact  was  very  significant,  and  seemed  to  me  to  point  to 
Bordeaux  or  Lisbon  as  the  headquarters  of  the  operators. 
And  the  more  I  pursued  my  inquiries,  the  more 
convinced  was  I  that  a  very  clever  band  was  at  work, 
and  that  it  might  not  be  an  easy  task  to  detect  them. 
For  being  expert  thieves,  and  belonging — if  I  may  so 
express  myself — to  the  upper  classes  of  knaves,  they 
were  not  likely  to  be  caught  napping.     By  using  the 
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term  "  upper  classes  "  in  tHs  sense,  I  refer,  of  course, 
to  the  swell  mobsmen,  who  have  not  only  capital  to 
work  with,  but  conduct  their  operations  on  a  thoroughly 
organized  business  system.  Moreover,  as  such  men  are 
fully  alive  to  the  risks  they  run,  they  keep  a  very  sharp 
look-out,  and  their  spies  are  constantly  on  the  alert. 

In  accordance  with  my  instructions,  I  set  sail  in  the 
Company's  steamer  Orinoco,  which  left  Grravesend  on 
the  12th  of  June,  and  made  a  fine  run  down  to  Ply- 
mouth. I  need  scarcely  say,  perhaps,  that  I  did  not 
appear  amongst  the  list  of  passengers  in  my  own  name, 
but  for  the  nonce  assumed  that  of  Charles  Erkroyd 
Freemantle.  When  we  left  Grravesend  we  had  ninety- 
two  first  class  passengers,  and  eighty-four  second  class. 
During  the  run  to  Plymouth,  as  the  weather  was 
particularly  fine,  and  the  sea  as  smooth  as  a  mill-pond, 
I  had  ample  opportunity  of  taking  stock  of  my  fellow- 
voyagers.  A  good  many  of  them  were  old  Australian 
colonists,  returning  to  their  homes  after  a  visit  to  the 
mother  country.  The  rest  were  of  the  usual  miscel- 
laneous and  nondescript  character  peculiar  to  all  passenger 
steamers  trading  to  the  colonies.  There  was  the  well- 
to-do  horse-dealer,  whose  calling  was  indicated  in  his 
dress,  his  style,  his  movements,  his  talk,  his  voice,  the 
cut  of  his  hair,  the  trim  of  his  beard  ;  for  it  is  a  well- 
known  fact  that  men  who  are  constantly  with  horses 
develop  certain  horsey  characteristics,  by  which  they  are 
easily  distinguished.  There  were  men  leaving  home  for 
the  first  time  to  seek  then  fortunes,  and  women  going 
out  to  join  their  husbands  or  lovers,  and  others  going  on 
speculation  in  the  hope  of  getting  husbands.  There 
were  pretty  girls  and  ugly  girls,  adventurous  widows, 
and  selfish  bachelors,  who,  while  ready  enough  for  a 
mild  flirtation,  were  not  to   be   entrapped  by  female 
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charms.  Altogether,  there  was  nothing  to  distinguish 
the  human  cargo  from  the  passengers  usually  found 
on  board  any  ocean-going  steamer  of  the  same  class. 
No  doubt  each  had  his  or  her  little  romance,  and  the 
stories  of  their  lives  would  probably  have  made  absorb- 
ing reading — highly  sensational  in  many  cases,  pathetic 
or  humorous  in  others.  But  a  number  of  persons  thus 
thrown  promiscuously  together  for  a  brief  period 
usually  remain  sealed  books  to  each  other,  except  in 
certain  cases,  and  an  outsider  can  only  speculate  as  to 
what  they  are  and  what  they  are  likely  to  be.  To  me, 
the  study  of  human  nature  is  of  fascinating  interest,  but 
in  the  present  instance  I  was  intent  on  trying  to  get  a 
clue  that  would  enable  me  to  detect  the  perpetrators  of 
the  numerous  robberies.  Amongst  all  the  passengers, 
however,  there  was  not  one  who  aroused  my  suspicions ; 
but  of  course  I  was  not  indifferent  to  the  fact  that  the 
voyage  was  then  young  ;  we  were  all  strangers  to  each 
other,  and  it  would  take  some  days  before  the  icy 
barriers  which  characterize  a  British  gathering  were 
broken  down. 

At  Plymouth  our  number  of  saloon  passengers  was 
increased  by  twenty  others,  male  and  female,  and 
amongst  them  was  a  clergyman,  whose  name,  I  ascer- 
tained a  little  later,  was  Horace  Venables.  The  Rev. 
Horace  Venables — as  he  himself  informed  me — was 
travelling  for  his  health.  He  was  a  young  man  of 
about  thirty-two,  very  gentlemanly  in  his  manner,  and 
of  good  address ;  and  yet  somehow — I  could  scarcely 
explain  why — I  very  soon  began  to  think  that  the  Rev. 
Horace  Yenables  was  not  altogether  what  he  represented 
himself  to  be.  On  the  second  day  after  leaving 
Plymouth  a  gale  sprang  up,  and  the  rev.  gentleman 
was,  or  pretended  to  be,  prostrated  with  sea-sickness. 

x  2 
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As  we  neared  Bordeaux,  which  was  our  next  port  of  call, 
the  weather  became  beautifully  fine  again,  and  all  the 
passengers  were  up — but  the  Rev.  Horace  Venables. 
As  soon  as  we  anchored  in  Bordeaux,  however,  he 
appeared  on  deck  once  more,  looking  very  sprightly  and 
anything  but  an  invalid.  As  we  were  likely  to  be 
detained  for  at  least  twelve  hours,  nearly  all  the 
passengers  went  on  shore,  including  Horace  Venables  ; 
and  I  was  also  amongst  the  number.  My  fellow- 
travellers  were,  of  course,  intent  on  sight-seeing ;  but  I, 
knowing  Bordeaux  well,  devoted  my  attention  to  the 
Rev.  Venables,  whose  movements  certainly  seemed  to 
me  to  be  strange,  and  not  in  accordance  with  what  one 
might  have  expected  from  a  clergyman  who  was 
desirous  of  making  himself  agreeable.  He  showed,  for 
instance,  a  very  pronounced  desire  to  be  left  alone,  and 
though  he  was  invited  by  a  party  of  ladies  and  gentle- 
men to  accompany  them, — for  it  had  been  early  dis- 
covered in  some  way  that  he  spoke  French  fluently, — he 
declined,  without,  however,  making  the  slightest  excuse 
for  so  doing.  As  I  was  aware  of  this  little  fact,  the 
suspicions  I  had  begun  to  entertain  were  strengthened, 
and  so  I  resolved  to  shadow  the  interesting  gentleman 
without  his  being  aware  of  it. 

He  did  not  go  ashore  until  all  the  others  had  gone, 
and  then  he  took  a  fiacre  and  drove  to  a  distant  part  of 
the  toAvn,  where  he  alighted  at  the  door  of  a  house,  and, 
ringing  the  bell,  he  was  admitted  by  the  concierge,  and 
for  the  time  I  lost  sight  of  him. 

It  was  now  very  evident  that  he  was  no  stranger  in 
Bordeaux,  and  I  ascertained  that  the  gentleman  he 
inquired  for  was  a  Monsieur  Eugene  Ghiigou,  who  was 
eaid  to  be  a  wine  merchant.  I  will  frankly  confess  here 
that  at  this  stage  it  seemerl  to  me  I  had  done  the  Rev. 
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Horace  Venables  a  wrong  in  entertaining  suspicion 
against  him.  Nevertheless,  with  the  pertinacity  which 
is  part  of  my  nature,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to 
abandon  my  man,  for  I  was  not  yet  satisfied  that  I  was 
wrong,  although  it  seemed  very  like  it  then.  Let  it 
not  be  supposed,  however,  that  I  was  deceived  by  mere 
appearances.  Two  hours  passed,  and  then  the  Rev. 
Horace  Venables  reappeared,  accompanied  by  a  very 
venerable  and  gentlemanly-looking  man,  who  I  con- 
cluded was  Monsieur  Gfuigou.  The  two  drove  to  a 
fashionable  cafe  in  the  heart  of  the  town,  where  they 
partook  of  a  very  substantial  repast,  which  included  two 
or  three  sorts  of  wine,  to  which  the  Rev.  Yenables  did 
ample  justice.  The  luncheon  finished,  they  adjourned 
to  the  outside  of  the  cafe,  where  they  lit  their  cigars, 
and  ordered  coffee  and  cognac.  Whatever  else  my  man 
might  be,  I  had  seen  sufficient  to  warrant  me  in  saying 
that  he  was  a  lover  of  the  fleshpots  of  Egypt,  and  seemed 
to  have  a  very  high  appreciation  of  the  good  things  of  life. 
Monsieur  Gruigou  and  the  Rev.  Horace  Venables 
remained  together  for  some  hours  longer.  Then  they 
parted,  and  the  clergyman  returned  to  the  ship.  I 
followed  him  soon  after ;  and  I  had  no  reason  to 
suppose  he  had  been  conscious  for  a  moment  that  he  had 
been  shadowed.  We  weighed  anchor  at  midnight  and 
proceeded  to  sea,  and  the  following  day  a  lady  complained 
that  a  quantity  of  very  valuable  jewellery  had  been 
stolen  from  a  box  in  her  cabin.  She  had  seen  it  safe 
three  or  four  days  previously ;  and  as  the  lock  of  the 
box  was  intact,  it  was  evident  it  had  been  picked  or 
opened  by  means  of  a  skeleton  key.  This  discovery  led 
to  others  being  made,  and  there  was  a  general  complaint 
amongst  the  ladies  that  they  had  lost  articles  of 
jewellery. 
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A  careful  consideration  of  all  the  circumstances 
seemed  to  point  to  the  robberies  having  been  effected 
before  the  vessel  reached  Bordeaux.  And  now  my 
suspicions  against  the  Rev.  Horace  Venables  were  not 
only  revived,  but  increased  tenfold.  But,  of  course, 
suspicion  was  not  proof,  and  the  immediate  difficulty 
was  to  get  proof.  It  would  have  been  a  dangerous 
proceeding  to  have  openly  accused  the  suspected  man. 
Moreover,  there  was  another  aspect  to  the  case  which  I 
could  not  overlook,  and  that  was  to  determine  under 
what  jurisdiction  the  crime  had  been  committed.  It 
was  a  British  ship,  sailing  under  the  British  flag,  and 
yet  the  robberies  might  have  taken  place  in  French 
waters.  But  even  then  it  was  a  nice  point  to  determine 
whether  the  thief  would  be  amenable  to  British  or 
French  law.  The  situation  was  a  delicate  one,  and  in 
the  event  of  a  false  accusation  the  consequences  might 
be  serious.  I  resolved,  therefore,  to  act  with  the 
greatest  circumspection,  and  I  took  counsel  with  the 
captain,  who  further  strengthened  my  suspicions  by 
saying  that  he  believed  he  recognized  in  the  flev. 
Horace  Yenables  a  man  who  had  sailed  with  him 
before  as  a  merchant.  He  confessed,  however,  that  he 
could  not  be  sure  about  it ;  nevertheless,  I  thought  it 
probable,  and  resolved  on  the  course  to  pursue.  I  found 
that  the  suspected  passenger  had  only  booked  as 
far  as  Lisbon,  and  so  I  decided  to  land  there 
too,  but  took  every  precaution  not  to  let  this  be 
known. 

As  soon  as  Lisbon  was  reached  I  hurried  ashore  and 
placed  myself  in  communication  with  the  police 
authorities,  but  every  one  knows  what  a  wretched 
dilatory  lot  they  are,  and  how  they  are  enveloped  and 
enslaved   with   red  tape.     All  sorts  of  obstacles   were 
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thrown   in   my  way,   and  the  one  question  that  was 
dinned  into  my  ears  was — 

"  H  ve  you  any  proof,  Seiior — have  you  any  proof  ?  " 
Of  course  I  had  no  proof,  but  my  suspicions  were  well 
founded.  The  frowsy  Portuguese  officials,  however, 
simply  shrugged  their  shoulders,  smoked  their 
cigarettes,  and  coolly  said  they  could  not  render  me 
any  assistance  whatever.  I  therefore  appealed  to  the 
Custom  House  authorities  and  entreated  them  to  make 
the  fullest  possible  examination  of  the  Rev.  Horace 
Venables'  luggage,  in  the  hope  that  some  of  the  stolen 
property  might  be  discovered  amongst  it,  whereby  I 
should  have  very  tangible  evidence,  and  the  police 
would  then  probably  arrest  him.  A  promise  was  given 
that  this  search  should  be  made,  and  I  was  present, 
although  the  fact  was  unknown  to  Venables,  when  his 
luggage  was  subjected  to  the  scrutiny  of  the  Custom 
House  people.  He  betrayed  not  the  slightest  concern, 
but  calmly  and  philosophically  smoked  a  cigar,  as  well 
he  might,  for  in  spite  of  a  crucial  examination,  nothing 
whatever  was  found  in  his  luggage  of  an  incriminating 
character;  and  the  police  again  shrugged  their  shoulders 
and  laughed  satirically  at  me,  saying  that  if  they  had 
been  led  by  me  they  would  have  committed  a  grave  error. 
Although  up  to  now  I  had  failed,  I  was  not  going  to 
abandon  Mr.  Venables.  He  might  be  all  that  he 
professed  to  be,  but  to  my  mind  there  was  something 
very  fishy  about  him ;  and  though  it  took  me  a  year  to 
do  it,  I  was  determined  to  find  out  all  there  was  to  find 
out  about  the  Eev.  Horace  Venables.  The  Orinoco 
proceeded  on  her  voyage,  leaving  him  and  me  in  Lisbon ; 
and  then  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  wire  a  cipher 
message  to  Scotland  Yard  asking  them  to  let  me  know  if 
Mr  Venables'  name  appeared  in  the  Clergy  list,  and 
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soon  the  answer  "  No  "  came  back.  Here,  then,  was 
the  first  distinct  confirmation  and  justification  of  my 
suspicions.  It  was  now  clear  that  Yenables,  by  passing 
himself  off  as  a  clergyman,  was  in  that  respect  at  least 
an  impostor,  and  some  deep  and  dark  design  must  have 
been  at  the  bottom  of  it.  It  became  more  apparent  to  me 
every  day  that  he  was  an  old  hand,  and  by  no  means 
disposed  to  give  himself  away  if  he  could  help  it,  and 
therefore  he  acted  with  great  circumspect  ion,  and,  though 
he  stayed  at  one  of  the  best  hotels,  he  remained  very 
quiet,  and  kept  himself  secluded ;  and  all  this  time,  but 
quite  unknown  to  him,  I  acted  like  his  shadow,  and  his 
movements  were  all  known  to  me.  Thus  it  was  I 
ascertained  that  he  had  booked  a  passage  for  England  in 
one  of  the  same  Company's  return  steamers  called  the 
Shoehaven,  which  was  then  expected  in  port  from  her 
southern  voyage  in  a  few  days.  It  goes  without  saying 
that  I  also  engaged  a  berth  in  the  same  boat ;  and  I 
felt  perfectly  convinced  now  in  my  own  mind  that 
Yenables  was  a  rank  impostor,  and  was  playing  a  deep 
and  dark  game  against  the  interests  of  law  and  order, 
— a  game  which  it  was  my  duty  to  defeat. 

In  due  course  the  Shoehaven  came  in.  She  had  a 
f  ull  complement  of  passengers,  and  most  of  them  being 
people  of  means,  their  belongings  were  likely  to  prove 
lich  spoil  for  an  adventurer  who  had  no  regard  for  the 
laws  of  meum  and  tuum.  The  vessel  was  detained  at 
Lisbon  considerably  longer  than  usual  owing  to  some 
defect  in  her  machinery,  Avhich  had  to  be  made  good  before 
she  could  proceed.  She  therefore  did  not  weigh  anchor 
again  until  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  her  arrival. 

As  soon  as  I  went  on  board  I  made  known  my  busi- 
ness to  the  captain,  and  he  promised  to  afford  me  every 
possible  facility   for  detecting  the  thief  if  he  was  on 
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board.  The  weather  at  this  period  had  undergone  a 
very  considerable  change,  and  immediately  the  ship 
was  clear  of  the  Tagus  she  experienced  heavy  gales,  and 
carried  them  with  her  right  to  Bordeaux.  As  she  was 
not  a  good  sea  boat  in  a  sea  way,  but  rolled  heavily, 
most  of  the  passengers  were  confined  to  their  cabins,  and 
from  this  cause,  as  I  presumed,  my  "  suspect "  was  un- 
able to  operate.  At  any  rate,  closely  as  I  watched 
him,  I  saw  nothing  that  could  be  taken  as  proof  of  my 
suspicions,  and  had  I  been  less  hard  to  convince  I  might 
have  abandoned  the  chase  under  the  impression  that  I 
was  on  a  wrong  scent.  But  I  would  not  do  that,  for  it 
was  beyond  dispute  that  Venables  was  sailing  under 
false  colours,  and  he  must  have  had  some  strong  motive 
for  that.  During  the  run  to  Bordeaux  he  kept  himself 
very  secluded,  and  did  not  mix  much  with  his  fellow- 
travellers.  At  Bordeaux  he  went  ashore,  and  once  again 
visited  Monsieur  Gruigou,  and  again  they  dined  together. 

The  bad  weather  continued  after  we  left  the  French 
ports,  and  the  passage  through  the  Bay  of  Biscay  was 
unusually  stormy  for  the  time  of  the  year.  But  at  last 
we  ran  into  smoother  water,  and  the  sun  shone  brightly 
as  we  neared  Plymouth,  our  next  port  of  call.  Of 
course,  all  the  passengers  were  more  or  less  excited  at 
the  prospect  of  once  more  beholding  their  native  shores, 
and  they  crowded  the  decks  anxious  to  get  the  first 
glimpse  of  land.  My  vigilance  was  now  redoubled,  for 
I  was  sure  that  if  Venables  meant  business  he  would 
not  let  this  opportunity  slip. 

One  evening,  when  we  were  expecting  to  sight  the 
Eddystone,  every  one  had  crowded  to  the  poop  and 
other  parts  of  the  vessel,  and  eagerly  scanned  the 
horizon  for  the  flashing  of  the  welcome  beacon.  Mr. 
Venables   had  been  sitting  in  the  saloon  reading,    or 
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pretending  to  read  ;  and  on  a  settee  at  the  extreme  end 
of  the  saloon,  and  in  deep  shadow,  so  that  I  could  not 
be  seen  by  any  one  only  a  little  way  off,  I  lay  in  a  posi- 
tion of  slumber,  but  I  never  was  wider  awake  in  my 
life.  Presently  Venables  rose,  walked  to  the  door  of 
the  saloon,  and  went  on  deck.  But  he  returned  in  a 
few  minutes,  and  his  movements  convinced  me  that  he 
was  reconnoitring.  Then  he  walked  round  the  saloon, 
pausing  now  and  again,  as  if  in  the  attitude  of  listening. 
I  was  all  alert  now,  for  I  felt  as  if  some  important 
developments  were  about  to  take  place.  At  last  he 
disappeared  in  one  of  the  alloways,  and  as  I  knew  that 
his  cabin  was  not  there,  I  knew  he  was  trespassing.  I 
therefore  moved  stealthily  forward  until  I  commanded 
a  view  of  the  alloway.  He  had  gone  into  one  of  the 
two  cabins  there.  It  was  one  of  the  best  state-rooms, 
occupied  by  an  Australian  lady  and  her  daughter,  who 
were  reputed  to  be  very  rich.  I  listened,  straining  my 
hearing  to  catch  any  sound;  and  I  did  hear  sounds 
that  left  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that  the  Eev.  Venables 
was  manipulating  the  lock  of  a  chest.  I  waited  long 
enough  to  let  him  complete  his  work ;  then  I  crept  down 
the  alloway  silently,  and  peeped  in.  Venables  was  then 
down  on  his  knees,  engaged  in  searching  the  cabin  box 
of  one  of  the  ladies,  the  lock  having  been  undone  by 
means  of  a  skeleton  key.  So  intent  was  he  on  his  work 
that  he  did  not  notice  me.  Presently  he  found  a  small 
case — the  lid  of  which  he  forced  open  with  a  tiny  chisel 
he  took  from  his  coat  pocket.  The  case  contained  jewel- 
lery, which  he  immediately  proceeded  to  manipulate, 
and,  abstracting  it,  he  stuffed  it  into  his  pockets. 

At  this  interesting  stage  of  the  little  drama  I  stepped 
softly  into  the  cabin,  and  laying  my  hand  on  the 
rascal's  shoulder,  I  said — 
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"  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  an  intruder  here,  and 
engaged  in  an  illegal  occupation." 

He  sprang  to  his  feet  suddenly-  He  was  white  as 
death,  and  his  face  was  filled  with  a  scared  look. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked  hoarsely. 

"  I  mean  that  you  are  a  thief  and  an  impostor." 

"  You  lie  !  "  he  stammered.  "  I  am  a  gentleman  and 
a  clergyman,  and  will  make  you  pay  dearly  for  the 
dastardly  accusation." 

"  The  lie  is  on  your  side,"  I  answered  quietly,  "  for 
you  are  not  a  clergyman." 

"  And  who  are  you,  pray  ?  "  he  demanded,  growing 
hoarser  and,  if  possible,  more  deadly  pale. 

"  I  am  a  detective,"  I  said,  "  specially  commissioned 
to  shadow  you.  I  have  shadowed  you  for  weeks,  and 
have  at  last  caught  you  in  the  act,  and  now  make  you 
my  prisoner." 

For  a  moment  he  seemed  to  reel  as  if  he  was 
going  to  fall.  But  with  a  quick,  sudden  movement 
he  sprang  towards  the  door,  and  tried  to  pass  me. 
I  was  too  sharp  for  him,  however.  Nevertheless  he 
struggled  desperately,  trying  to  get  his  hands  to  my 
throat,  but  I  pinned  him  against  the  edge  of  one  of  the 
bunks.  The  noise  we  made  brought  in  one  of  the 
stewards  who  had  just  entered  the  saloon,  and  I  called 
upon  him  to  help  me.  With  his  assistance  I  soon  had 
the  handcuffs  on  the  wrists  of  the  "  Rev.  Mr.  Venables," 
and  when  he  found  that  his  game  was  up  he  began  to 
whine  for  mercy.  I  sent  at  once  for  the  captain,  and 
by  his  advice  I  removed  my  prisoner  to  one  of  the  deck 
cabins,  where  we  securely  bound  him  to  a  stanchion, 
and  I  kept  watch  and  ward  over  him,  for  I  was  fearful 
that  he  would  commit  suicide  if  he  got  the  chance. 
However,  the  chance  did  not  occur. 
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About  midnight  we  dropped  aiclior  in  Plymouth 
Sound,  and  as  soon  after  as  possible  I  conveyed  my 
prisoner  ashore,  and  placed  him  in  safe  keeping  in 
the  police  station.  He  had  become  sullen  and  silent 
now,  resolutely  refusing  to  answer  any  questions.  On 
searching  his  baggage,  we  found  a  great  quantity  of 
small  articles,  mostly  jewellery,  that  had  obviously 
been  stolen,  and  much  of  which  was  subsequently 
claimed  by  the  passengers  on  board  the  Shoehaven. 
Papers  and  letters  in  his  trunks  also  proved  that  he 
was  one  of  the  ringleaders  of  a  clever  and  notorious 
gang  of  rascals  who  had  spread  their  ramifications  far 
and  wide.  Eugene  Guigoii,  of  Bordeaux,  was  one  of 
the  confederates,  his  principal  duty  being  to  dispose  of 
the  stolen  property  Venables  proved  to  be  a  convict 
named  Walter  Richards,  who  had  suffered  two  terms 
of  imprisonment,  both  for  forgery.  He  was  a  member 
of  a  very  good  family,  and  had  been  well  educated,  but 
had  never  done  any  good  for  himself,  and  all  the 
efforts  of  his  friends  to  reclaim  him  proved  fruitless. 

After  repeated  remands,  he  was  sent  for  trial,  and  we 
were  enabled  to  get  such  evidence  that  the  jury  had  no 
difficulty  in  convicting  him,  and  the  Judge  denounced 
him  as  not  only  "  a  pest  to  society,"  but  "  a  dangerous 
and  accomplished  villain";  and  in  order  to  stop  his 
career  of  villainy  for  a  time,  he  received  a  sentence  of 
ten  years'  penal  servitude.  Gruigou  was  also  brought 
to  book  by  the  French  authorities,  and  received  a  due 
meed  of  punishment. 

I  was  complimented  on  the  part  I  had  played,  and  I 
had  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  was  instrumental 
in  stopping  the  "  Eev.  Horace  Venables'  "  little  game 
for  some  time  to  come. 


Hen ierjon  St  Spalding  (Ltd.),  Printers.  Marylobone  Lane,  C  iford  St.,  W. 


TUcuui    mullet 

"It    Might    Have    Been" 

Mer    Joy    coa.s    Duty 
And    Love    coas    Law. 

For  one  of  the  brightest  poetic  gems.  P.T.O 


MAUD    MTJI/LEJR. 

Maud  Muller,  on  a  summer's  day,  raked  the  meadowsweet  with  hay. 

Beneath  her  torn  hat  glowed  the  wealth  of  simple  beauty  and  rustic  health. 

Singing,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee  the  mock-bird  echoed  from  his  tree. 

But  when  she  glanced  to  the  far-off  town,  white  from  its  hill-slope  looking  down, 

The  sweet  song  died,  and  a  vague  unrest  and  a  nameless  longing  filled  her  breast, — 

A  wish,  that  she  hardly  dare  to  own,  for  something  better  than  she  had  known. 

The  Judge  rode  slowly  down  the  lane,  smoothing  his  horse's  chestnut  mane. 

He  drew  his  bridle  in  the  shade  of  the  apple-trees  to  greet  the  maid, 

And  asked  a  draught  from  the  spring  that  flowed  through  the  meadow  across  the  road. 

She  stooped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled  up,  and  filled  for  him  her  small  tin  cup, 

And  blushed  as  she  gave  it,  looking  down  on  her  feet  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 

"  Thanks  !"  said  the  j  udge  ;  •'  a  sweeter  draught  from  a  fairer  hand  was  never  quaffed." 

He  spoke  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees,  of  the  singing  birds  and  the  humming  bees  ; 

Then  talk<  d  of  the  haying,  and  wondered  whether  the  cloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul 

And  Maud  forgot  her  brier-torn  gown,  and  hei  graceful  ankles  bare  and  brown       [weather. 

And  listened,  while  a  pleased  surprise  looked  from  her  long-lashed  hazel  eyes. 

At  last,  like  one  who  for  delay  seeks  a  vain  excuse,  he  rode  away. 

Maud  M  uller  looked  and  sighed  :  "  Ah  me  !  That  I  the  J  udge's  bride  might  be  ! 

"  He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine,  and  praise  and  toast  me  at  his  wine. 

"  My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  coat ;  my  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat. 

"  I'd  dress  my  mother  so  grand  and  gay,  and  the  baby  should  have  a  new  toy  each  day. 

"  And  I'd  feed  the  hungry  and  clothe  the  poor,  and  all  should  bless  me  who  left  our  door." 

The  Judge  looked  back  as  he  climbed  the  hill,  and  saw  Maud  Muller  standing  still. 

"  A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  sweet,  ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet. 

"  And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  air  show  her  wise  and  good  as  she  is  fair. 

"  Would  she  were  mine,  and  I  to-day,  like  her,  a  harvester  of  hay  : 

"  No  doubtful  balance  of  rights  and  wrongs,  nor  weary  lawyers  with  endless'  tongues, 

"  But  low  of  cattle  and  song  of  birds,  and  health  and  quiet  and  loving  words." 

But  he  thought  of  his  sisters  proud  and  cold,  and  his  mother  vain  of  her  rank  and  gold . 

So,  closing  his  heart  the  Judge  rode  on  and  Maud  was  left  in  the  field  alone. 

But  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon,  when  he  hummed  in  Court  an  old  love  tune; 

And  the  young  girl  mused  beside  the  well  till  the  rain  on  the  unraked  clover  fell. 

He  wedded  a  wife  of  richest  dower,  who  lived  for  fashion,  as  he  for  power. 

Yet  oft,  in  his  marble  hearth's  bright  glow,  he  watched  a  picture  come  and  go  ; 

And  sweet  Maud  Muller's  hazel  eyes  looked  out  in  their  innocent  surprise. 

Oft,  when  the  wine  in  his  glass  was  red,  he  longed  for  the  wayside  well  instead  ; 

And  closed  his  eyes  on  his  garnished  rooms  to  dream  of  meadows  and  clover-blooms. 

And  the  proud  man  sighed,  with  a  secret  pain,  "  Ah,  that  I  was  free  again  ! 

"  Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day,  where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  her  hay." 

She  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor,  and  many  children  played  round  her  door. 

But  care  and  sorrow,  and  childbirth  pain,  left  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain. 

And  oft,  when  the  summer  sun  shone  hot  on  the  new-mown  hay  in  the  meadow  lot, 

And  she  heard  the  little  spring  brook  fall  over  the  road  side,  through  the  wail, 

In  the  shade  of  ihe  apple-tree  again  she  saw  a  rider  draw  his  rein. 

And,  gazing  down  with  timid  grace,  she  felt  his  pleased  eyes  read  her  face. 

Sometimes  her  narrow  kitchen  walls  stretched  away  into  stately  halls  ; 

The  weary  wheel  to  a  spinnet  turned,  the  tallow  candle  an  astral  burned, 

And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  chimney  lug,  dozing  and  grumbling  o'er  pipe  and  mug, 

A  manly  form  at  her  side  she  saw,  and  joy  was  duty  and  love  was  law. 

Then  she  took  up  her  burden  of  life  again,  saying  only,  "  It  might  have  been." 

Alas  for  maiden,  alas  for  Judge,  for  rich  repiner  and  household  drudge  ! 

God  pity  them  both  !  and  pity  us  all,  who  vainly  th.,  dreams  of  youth  recall. 

For  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen,  the  saddest  are  these :  "  It  might  have  been.' 

Ah,  well !  for  us  all  some  sweet  hope  lies  deeply  buried  from  human  eyes  ; 

And,  in  the  hereafter,  angels  may  roll  the  stone  from  its  grave  away  !  Whittier. 

What  Higher  aim  can  Man  attain  than  Conquest  over  Human  Pain  ? 

The  JEOPARDY  OF  LIFE  IS  IMMENSELY  INCREASED  without  such  a  simple  precaution  as 

JELNO'JS    'FELUIT   JKJ5LXVTV 

How  important  it  is  to  every  individual  to  have  at  hand  some  simple,  effective  and 
palatable  remedy  such  as  '  FRUIT  SALT  '  to  check  disease  at  the  onset.  Whenever  a 
change  is  contemplated  likely  to  disturb  the  condition  of  health,  let  it  be  your  companion, 
for,  under  any  circumstances,  its  use  is  beneficial,  and  never  can  do  harm. 
"  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  its  merits  have  been  published,  tested,  and  approved  literally 
from  pole  to  pole,  and  that  its  cosmopolitan  popularity  to  day  presents  one  of  the  most  signal 
illustrations  of  commercial  enterprise  to  be  found  in  our  trading  records  "  —Eurmiean  Mail 

Its  effect  upon  any  Disordered,  Sleepless,  and  Feverish  condition  is  simply  marvellous. 

CAUTION.— Examine  each  bottle  and  see  that  the  capsule  is  marked  ENO'S  'FRUIT 
SALT.'     Without  it,  you  have  been  imposed  upon  by  a  WORTHLESS  IMITATION. 

Prepared  only  by  J.   C.    ENO.   Ltd.,    at  the   'FRUIT  SALT'  WORKS 
LONDON,  S.E.,  by  J.  C.  ENO'S  Patent. 


[Sept.  1894. 


CHATTO     &    WINDUS 

214,  Piccadilly,  London,  W. 


^BOUT.—  THE  FELLAH  :   An  Egyptian  Novel.     By  Edmond  About. 

Transjated_by  Sir  Randal  Roberts.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  8s. 

ADAMS  (W.  DAVENPORT)TWORKS  BY. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  THE  DRAMA :  The  Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Playhouses 
°O^JJn|ted  Kingdom  and  America.    Cr.  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d.  {Preparing,, 


Selected  by  W.  D.  Adams.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gil. 


__  QUIPS  AND  QUIDDITIES, 

AGONY   COLUMN"  (THE^OT^TfilTTlMES,''  from  1800  to  1870. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 


AIDE  (HAMILTON),  WORKS  BYT 

CARR  OF  CARRLYON.  I 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CONFIDENCES. 


By  Mary  Albert. 


ALBERT.-BROOKE  FINCHLEY'S  DAUGHTER 

_    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<l. 

ALDEN.—  A  LOST  SOUL.   By  W.  L.  Alden.  Fcap.  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  is.  c«i. 

ALEXANDER  (MRS/),  NOVELS"  BY.      P°st  8v°.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MAID,  WIFE,  OR  WIDOW? |    VALERIE'S  FATE. 

ALLEN- (F.  M.).-GREEN  AS  GRASS.     By  F.  M.  Allen,  Author  of 

"Through  Green  Glasses."     Frontispiece  by  J.  Smyth.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6d. 
ALLEN~(GRANf  )T WORKS"  BY.      Crown  8vo,  clotrTixtra,  6s.  each. 
THE   EVOLUTIONIST  AT  LARGE.      1    COLIN  CLOUT'S  CALENDAR. 
POST-PRANDIAL  PHILOSOPHY.    Crown  8vo,  linen,  3s.  6d. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


PHILISTIA. 
BABYLON. 
BTRANGE   STORIES. 
BECKONING  HAND. 
FOR  MAIMIE'S  SAKE. 


IN   ALL  SHADES. 
THE  DEYIL'S  DIE. 
THIS  MORTAL  COIL. 
THE  TENTS  OF  SHEM. 
THE  GREAT  TABOO. 


DUMARESQ'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE  DUCHESS  OE 

POWYSLAND. 
BLOOD  ROYAL. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
IYftN  GREET'S  MASTERPIECE,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

THE  SCALLYWAG.     With  a  Frontispiece. 

DR.  PALLISER'S  PATIENT.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  «<!. 

AT  MARKET  VALUE.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  10s.  net. 


ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES,  A  HANDBOOK  OF.    By  A.  Rosengar- 

ten.   Translated  by  W.  Collett-Sandars.   With  639  Musts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  ts.  61I. 

AR'T~(TBE)""OF    AMUSING:    A  Collection  of  "Graceful"  Arts,  Games, 

Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew.  300  Musts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  4s.tid. 

ARNOLD- (EDWIN"  LESTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WONDERFUL  ADVENTURES  OF  PHRA  THE  PHOENICIAN.  With  12  Illusts 
by  H.  M.  Paget.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,   2s. 

THE  CONSTABLE  OF  ST.  NICHOLAS.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s._6d. 

ARTEMUS^WARD'S   WORKS.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra  7s.  6<1.— Also  a  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 
THE  GENIAL  SHOWMAN  :   Life  and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward.    ByEDlvARD 
p,  Hingston.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


ASHTON   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od.  each. 
HISTORY  OP  THE  CHAP-BOOKS  OP  THE  18th  CENTURY.    With  334  Illusts. 
SOCIAL  LIFE  IN  THE  REIGN  OF  QUEEN  ANNE.    With  85  Illustrations. 
HUMOUR,  WIT,  AND  SATIRE  OP  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.    With  82  Illusts. 
ENGLISH  CARICATURE  AND  SATIRE  ON  NAPOLEON  THE  FIRST.    115  Illusts. 
MODERN  STREET  BALLADS.     With  57  Illustrations. 

BACTERIA,  YEAST  FUNGI,  AND  ALLIED  SPECIES,  A  SYNOPSIS 

U    OF.     By  W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.     With  87  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),   WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
CURIOSITIES    OF    PURITAN    NOMENCLATURE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

BARING  GOULD  (S.,  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  &c),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
RED  SPIDER. I    EVE. 

BARR  (ROBERT :  LUKE  SHARP),  STORIES  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  od.  ea. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.      With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Demain  Hammond. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations. 

BARRETT  (FRANK,  Author  of  "  Lady  Biddy  Fane,")  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


FETTERED   FOR   LIFE. 
THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
FOLLY  MORRISON.  |  HONEST  DAYIE. 
LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 
JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 
A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 
LIEUT.BARNABAS.  |  FOUND  GUILTY. 
FOR  LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 


THE  WOMAN  OF  THE  IRON   BRACELETS.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Od. 

BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.  By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
BEAUCHAMP  (S).— GRANTLEY  GRANGE.  Post  8vo,  must,  boards.  g»' 
BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  ARTISTS  :  A  Gathering  from 

the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  21s. 

BECHSTEIN.— AS  PRETTY  AS   SEVEN,  and  other  German  Stories. 

Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein.  With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm, 
and  98  Illustrations  by  Richter.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  ©cl.;  gilt  edges,  7s.  Od. 

BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA ;  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters.     By  Julius  Beerbqhm.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od. 

BENNETT    (W.   C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  each. 
A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF    ENGLAND.    |  SONGS  FOR   SAILORS. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp  2s.  6d.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  E.  I   Wheeler 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss  ' 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  byA  Forestie* 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall  ua"'"lou5  Dy  A-  *°*ESTIEK. 
FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.  With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F  Waddt 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.     With  g  Illustrations  by  A  Forestier.  VVAddt. 

THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE.&c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.Barnard 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With'ialllnsts  bvF  Barn*™ 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  IllustratTlns  by  C  Green 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.      |      THE  IVORY  gItB:  A  Novel' 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 

THE  REBEL  QUEEN.         I         IN  DEACON'S  ORDERS.  TShortlv 

BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AVARICE.  ThTiiVbls.,  cr.  8vo,  15s.  net  TShortlv 
FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.  With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo  cloth  extra  1„ 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  With  Portrait  Cr  8vo  cl  extra  6^' 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.    Demy8vo,ls.  vv un  rorlraH-     W.  Bvo,  cl.  extra,  tos. 

LONDON.    With  125  Illustrations.    New  Edition.     Dpmv  8vo  cloth  pxtra    Ta   «.i 

SmPARDDE  S?,I^Y,flT^h    FProntisPiec-     C?owny8vo0,'  Wsh  !lne%  3"   Od. 

GASPARD  DE  COLIGNY.     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  8vo.  Irish  linen    :5s.   fi.1 

IS  WE  ARE  ;  AS  WE  MAY  BE  :  Social  Essays.    Crown  8vo!cloth,  6s.    [Shortly. 


CHATTO   &  WIN b'US,   214,    PICCADILLY 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND  CROWN. 
THIS  SON   OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY. 

Ci.  8vo,  cl.ex.,  Ss.  6«I.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illust  bds.   2«   parlr  H    limn   •>„    «j    «,-,„u 
READY-MONEYJHORTIBOY.  '  BY  CEUA'S  ARBOURP'       ' **•  "^ 

THE   CHAPLAIN   OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 
THE   CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,   &c 

THE   MbNKToF-fHiLEiA.  T^/te^  Iff  If ^  nInT^'c  ^ 

lst{«s  als°  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
get  in  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  In  cloth  extra,  6h.  each 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson      With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BIERCE.— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians 
By  Ambrose  Bierce.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards   2s' 

BILL  NYE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED~STATES7~With  i46  Illusl 

trations  by  F.  Opper.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gel. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS 


ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873, 1877-86. 1889, 

1890,  1892-1894,  each  Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  187S-79.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  6oo  Iilusts.    Cloth,  6s. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  One  Vol.,  with  700  Iilusts.    Cloth,  63. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  separate  years, 
from  1878-1890,  each  Is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  -*oo  Iilusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
GROSYENORNOTES.Vol.  II., 1883-87. 

With  300  Iilusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  -   

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1894.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.     3s. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1894.    With  Sketches.    3s.  6d. 


GROSYENOR   NOTES,  Vol.  III.,  1888  90. 

With  230  Iilusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

THE   NEW  GALLERY,  1838-1894.    With 

numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 
THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I„  1888  1892. 

With  250  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     With  114  Illustrations.     Is. 
OLD    MASTERS    AT    THE    NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     With  128  Illustrations.    Is.  6d. 
ILLUSTRATED    CATALOGUE   TO  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLEKY.    242  Iilusts.,  cL,  3s. 


BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.    With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  half-bound  boards,  2  Js. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  8vo,  vellum  and  gold. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6cl. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.,  25s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 

BOWERS.— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL.      By  George 

Bowers.    Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  Sis. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),    WORKS  BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    [      CAMP  NOTES.    J      SAVAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND'S  OBSERVATIONS  ON  POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  G«I. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS  BY: 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.    Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  iid. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's    Handbook,"  separately  printed.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID'),  WORKS  BY.      Post  8vo,  el.  ex.,  4s.  Gd.  each. 
J*  ORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo.Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILXAT^VARIN.-(1ASTR0N0MY"XS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 

§avarin.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vq,  half-bound,  2s. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
BRKT  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.       I.  Complete  Poetical,  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
VoL      II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers — American  Legends. 
Vol.   III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts — Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.    IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories — Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.    VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII,  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
Vol. VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry     With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  7s.  6d. 
BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.8vo,4s.6d. 
THE  QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Katb 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  58. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL   STARBOTTLE'S  CLIENT,  AND  SOME   OTHER  PEOPLE.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 
A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL'S,  &c.  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c.  {.Shortly. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        |   CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  8s.  6tl.  each. 

FLIP.  I        MARUJA. I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. |      JEFF  BRIGGS-'S  LOVE   STORY. 

BRYDGES — UNCLE   SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gil. 

BUCHANAN'S  (ROBERT)  WORKS.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.  ~ 
SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE  EARTHQUAKE;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM  :  An  Epic  Poem.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  WANDERING  JEW:  A  Christmas  Carol.    Second  Edition. 
THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 

trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo, "illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  VV.  Cooper. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOYE  MANOR. 
THE  NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.    Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN. |      RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  l©s.  net.  f Shortly 

BURTON  (CAPTAIN).— THE  BOOK~0~F~THE  SWORD.    By  Richard 

F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illuslrations.    Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT):  ~" 

THE  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7g.  6d. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED.    Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anat.     Post  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

fAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rt.  each. 
_   SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). —THE   CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCEJVPjUYATEER._  By  V,  Lqvett  Cameron,  R.N.     Post  8vo,  boards   2s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post 8vo.niust.bds., 2s. each. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  Oil. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  AND  R.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l. 

CHTPMATTSIGIIOMETWORKS.—  Vol.  I.,  Plays.— Vol.  II.,  Poems  arid 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne. — Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.-A  TREATTsXON  WOOD  ENGRAVING. 

By  W.  A.  Chatto  and  J.  Jackson.    With  450  fine  Illusts.     Large  4to,  hf.-bd.,  2S». 

CHAUCER"FOR~CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HaWis". 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<5. 
_     CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

CLARE  (A.).— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.  Post  8vo,  2s.  ;  cl„  2s.  6d. 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards  2s.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By   Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <>sl. 

COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Oil.  each. 
THE  RED  SULTAN. |      THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.      [Shortly. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  Wilh  21  Illnsts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  Od. 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS:     ByHMTTE: 

Coleridge.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  4>d. 

COLXlNSTC.   ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.      |      YOU  PLAY  ME   FALSE.      |      A  YILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE), '  NOVELS  BY.  "* 

Cr.  8-vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.    Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.  A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND  WIFE.     With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.     Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE   HAUNTED   HOTEL.    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE   BLACK  ROBE. 


HEART  AND   SCIENCE. 

"I   SAY   NO." 

A  ROGUE'S  LIFE. 


THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
LITTLE   NOVELS. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 


BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Besant,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.    Popular  Edition.     Medium  8vo,  C>«1. ;  cloth,  Is. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS   BY.  ~ 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  ovo,  cloth  extra,  S«. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS   WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "  M' 
Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontis.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s*  Gtl^_ 

COLQUHOUN.— EVERY   INCH   A    SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      BfuT] 

Colouhoun.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherin 

Ryan.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  2Ss 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap,  8vo,  Jap,  vellum,  as.  6<1 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,illust.  boards, 2s 
LEO.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H)-GEOFFORY  HAMILTON.     Cr.  8vo.  3s76d 
CORNWALL.-POPULAR   ROMANCES    OF    THE  WEST  OF  ENG 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collecte 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6«l 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.     By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      Wit! 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  STORIES  BY. 

PROPHET  of  the  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUNTAINS.  Post8vo,illust.bds.,3s.;cl.,3s.6d 
HIS  VANI8HED  STAR.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. [Shortly 

CRELL1N  (H.  N.),  BOOKS  BY.  "       ° 

ROMANCES  of  the  OLD  SERAGLIO.  28  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cr.  8ro,cl.,3s.  6d 
THE  NAZARENES:    A  Drama.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    Witl 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

CROKERTB.M.),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  pos 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 


PRETTV  MISS  NEVILLE. 
A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE. 
A  FAMILY  LIKENESS. 


DIANA  BARRINGTON. 
PROPER  PRIDE. 
"TO  LET." 


MR.  JERVIS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  15s.  nett. 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two   Series 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  o 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7a.  6d.  each 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  8. 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  8s.  6d.  each 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.    With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations 
TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYLON.    With  28  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo,  cl.  7s.  6d 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY  ;  with  InstructioETTol 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    Witt 
408  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.   Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cloth  6s 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds!,2s 
T)ANIEL.— MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME!.  By  Georg1> 

Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cbuikshank.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra  3s.  6d 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST;   or,  Port  Salvation.'     By  AlphonIs 

Daudet.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s 

DAVIDSON.-MR.    SADLER'S    DAUGHTERS.      By  Hugh'  ColeiJIS 

Davidson.    With  a  Frontispi-ece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  8v0,  is.  ea.;  cl.,  is.  6d.  el 

ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY  HINTS:  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Curt, 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


CHATTO   St   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  P.P.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  12s» 

DXWSON THE   FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH.     By  Erasmus  Dawson, 

M.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sw.  6«1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DE  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.      Translated   from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2«.  Oil. 

DE  MAISTRE.— A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY   ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.     With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  <iil. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.8vo,cl.,  3s.6d.ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DEWAR.— A   RAMBLE   ROUND   THE   GLOBE.     By  T.  R.  Dewar. 

With  220  Illustrations  by  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.R.A.,  Sydney  Cowf.ll,  A.  S.  Forrest, 
S.  L.  Wood,  James  Grkig,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil.  [Shortly. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eachi 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.   Os. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.     With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Pogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL. D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Oil. 

AUTHORS  AND   THEIR    WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6il. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os.  Oil. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Pictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.8vo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Pictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of- 
the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.    Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions, from  Piderot's  "Le  Paradoxe  surleComedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square 8vo,  cloth.  6s. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    With  4  Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Os. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  Os.  each. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 
TIES.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. _^___ 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limp,  2s.  6il.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED  I 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST1 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN, 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPH3. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK. 


SUSPICION  AROUSED. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2s.  each  j  cloth,  2s.  Oil.  each, 
1HE   MAN  FROM   MANCHESTER.     With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 


DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conak 
Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 


8  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete-  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  AC   Swinburne;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Giffoed's  Test.    Edit  by  Col. Cunningham.  OneVol, 

DU NCANTSAR A  JE ANNETTE),  WORKS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Out- 
selves      With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADYENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
A  DAUGHTER  0?  TO-DAYT    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  1©§.  net. 
VERNON'S  AUNT.  With  47  Illustr.  by  Hal  Hurst.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  33. 6d.  {Shortly, 

DYER— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.     By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

T7ARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota. 
^      tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES*  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.—  ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 

By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumee.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDISON,  THE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A.  ByW.K.L.and 

A.  Dickson.  250  Illusts.  by  R.  F.  Outcalt,  &c.   Demy  4to,  linen  gilt,  18s.    [Shortly, 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE)TNOVELS^BY  i 

A   POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).— WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Quaint  Matters,    By  Eliezer  Edwards,     down  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6cl. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVEGTbT:  ' 

KITTY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

EGERT0N.—  SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  By  Rev.  J.  C.  Egerton. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s~. 
ENGLISHMAN'S   HOUSE,    THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;   with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &o.     By  C.  I. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of   Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6<I. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 6s. 
EYES,    OUR  :   How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Illusts.    Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo  Is. 

tTAMILLAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

■*•  Bent,  A  M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  bv  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),   W0RKS13Y:  ' ' 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,ls.6d. 


FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra. 


Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  Illust.  boards,  2a, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6el.  each. 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED.  [THE  TIGER  LILY.  1  THE  WHITE  YIRGIK.  IShortlt. 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.     By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  <?<!. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  WAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.    With  267  Illustration?.    Cr.  8vo,  cl„  5s. 

FIRST  BOOK,  MY.  By  Walter  Besant,  J.  K.  Jerome,  R.  L.  Steven, 
son,  and  others.  With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  nearly  zoo 
Illustrations.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F7S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6<I. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'is.  (id. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards,  Sis.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 

Doines,  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  34s. 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY  :  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Trans,  by  J.  E. 
Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  2S8  Illusts.  Medium  8vo,  cloth,  16s.   [Shortly. 
URANIA  :  A  Romance.     With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMP"LETE"POEMS :  Christ's  Victoria 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Os. 

FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).-FILTHTLUORE.  PostSvo,  iilust.  bdi^2sT 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  iifi.  each:   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«l.  each. 
ROPES  OF  SAND.    Illustrated.  I  JACK  DOYLE'S  DAUGHTER.    [Shortly. 

A  DOG  AND  HIS  SHADOW.  | 

OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  3s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  8vo,  pict. cover,  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 


FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE. | THE   LAWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.    By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  7s.  dil.  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG   HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  <5d. ;  post  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  3s. 

FRISWELL^AlNV1- "ONEOF  TWOTAlwiTPost  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  2& 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN  AND  THE   OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 


FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Edited  by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

nARDENlNG7  BOOKS.      Post  8vo.  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

u   A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE.    By  George  Glenn*. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold, 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN.    By  Tom  Jerrold.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  «d. 

M Y  GARDEN  WILD.    By  Franci s  G.  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

GAULOT.— THE  RED  SHIRTS  :  A  Story  of  the  Revolution.  By  Paul 
Gaulot.    Translated  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villiers.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.  Is.  Monthly.  Articles  upon  Litera- 
ture, Science  and  Art,  and  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svlvanus  Urban,  appear  monthly, 
%*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  Ss.  till,  each.  Cases  for  binding,  3s. 

GlNf  LEMAN'S  ANIHJATTTHE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    is. 


10  BOOKS    FUBLISHED    BY 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  s'eel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  fos.  <»d.;  gilt  edges,  7s.  »"« 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  I  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN   SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY, 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED  1    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl„  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                       I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    |     

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea- 
Charity— The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.  M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe— Patience- 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK :  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  2s.  6d. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet, 
A  FAIR  COLONIST.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6cl. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  <>d. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  OF  "THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  William  God- 

win.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopaedia  oi 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  <><!. 

GONTAUT,  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  DUCHESSE  DE,  Gouvemante  to  the 

Children  of  France,  1773-1836.    With  Photogravure  Fiontispieces.   Two  Vols.,  small 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

GOODMAN.— THE  FATE   OF   HERBERT  WAYNE.     By  E.  J.  Good- 

man,  Author  of  "  Too  Curious."    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lis.  Gd. 


GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A  Story      By  Leonarf 

Graham.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS    AND    ROMANS,    THE    LIFE    OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d.  each 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVTLLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA   MARAZION :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grip. 

fith.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GRUNDY.— THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY:  A  Passage  in  the  Lifebl 
a  Young  Man.    By  Sydney  Grundy.    Crown  8vo,  clotb  extra,  !}*.  Gd. 
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UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id.  each. 
BRUETON'S  BAYOU. I         COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON).  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex.,  «».  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  TH5-  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.     Small  ito.  cloth  extra."  Ss.  

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  (id. 

HAl4LIDAY~rANDR.).— EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.    With  over  100  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Fklix  de  Salamanca.   Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2*.  (id. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    Easy  Tricks,    White    Magic,   Sleight   of  Hand,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  4s.  (id. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFIC£r~2sT 
HARDY  (THOMAS).  -  UNDER   THE    GREENWOOITTREE.      By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Tess."   With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo. 
cloth  extra,  3s.  till.;  post  8vo. illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  61I. 

HARPER  (CHARLES  G.),   WORKS  BY.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROMPADDINGTON  TO  PENZANCE:  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.   105  Illusts. 

HARWOOD— THE  TENTH  EARL.    By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.     H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ART   OF   BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  till. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demv  8vo  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«l. 
CHAUCER   FOR  CHILDREN.    38  Illusts.  (8  Coloured).    Sm.  410,  cl.  extra,  3*.  till. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R..M.A.).— AMERICAN  HUMORISTS :  Washington 

Irving.   Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell   Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6g. 

HAWLEY  SMART.— WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  61I. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOME.      By  Nathaniel   Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from   the  Author's  Note-book,    and   Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  vols.,  crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  61I.  each;  post  8vo, illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

HEATH.— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND   WHAT   I    GREW   THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Os. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.cloth  limp,  2s.6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON  :   A  Novel.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6il. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :   A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6il.  each.  ~~ 
RUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.  8  Illusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Presentation  Ed.,  5s. 
DOROTHY'S  DOUBLE.  {Shortly. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING  LADY.  By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
ot  "The  Bishops'  Bible.1'     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Grosa 


HERTZKA—  FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodoh 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HESSE- WARTEGG.—  TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevaliei 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  0«l. 

HILL  (HEADON).— ZAMBRA  THE  DETECTIVE.    By  Headon  Hill 

Post  3vo,  illustrated  boards,  '-is.;  cloth,  2s.  6<l. 

HILL  (JOHN,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post  8vo, 'is.    |    THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR,  Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6d 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAYERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  witt 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6<1. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6«1 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  8vo,  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.     Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  iid. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    GoRDOh 

Thomson.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp  3s.  6<l. — Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6<1. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illusts.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD  (TOM).— FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunto> 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life   of  the  Author 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6il. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :    A  Novel.     By  Mrs.   Georgb 

Hooper.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HOPKINS.— " 'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HORNE.  —  ORION:  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr. 8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HUNGERFORD   (MRS.),  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn,"  NOVELS   BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6el.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.    |    IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |   A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE 
MARYEL.  1         A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

Crown  8vo,  cioth  extra,  3s.  6<1.  each. 
LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.  |         THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY. 


HUNT. -ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c-     Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  2s. 

HUNT  (MRS.   ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oel.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.     |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       I    THAT  OTHER  PERSOH. 
SE^^SHT^  M0DEL.     Post  Svo,  iilustrateTboards,  2s. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<I. 

HUXCf?ISf?,N-~HINT?  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W  M.  Hutchison 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


HYDROPHOBIA  :   An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;   Technique  oi 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzqr,  M.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s 

JDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.    Profusely  Illustr.    6d.  Monthly 

The  first  Five  Vols,  now  ready,  cl,  extra,  5s .  each  ;  Cases  for  Binding,  1  s.  ©,1.  each 
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INGELQW  (JEAM).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  as. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Them,  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENMSTrcfUALLElTS 

MANUAL.     By  J.  Trevqr-Davies.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Gil. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.     Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  (id. 

JAMESON.— MY    DEAD    SELF.     By  William  Jameson.    Post   8vo; 

illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  Gd. 

JAPP.— DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  SONNETS,  &e.  ByA.H.JApp, "lTB: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

JAYTHARRIETT),    NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN.   |    THE   QUEEN  OP  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2*.  GdTl^ch. 

NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS,  j   THE   OPEN   AIR. 

\*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Cs.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion    With  a  Photograph  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

LORD  TENNYSON :  A  Biographical  Sketch.      Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Gd. 

JEROME.—  STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  lllustra- 
tions  by].  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JERROLD.-THE  B  ARBWSCHAIR  ;  &  TH~E1!eMeWgTXTTERS: 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2«. 
JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  tlch! 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,c1,,ls.6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  Gil.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATION'S:   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  01  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  13s.  Gd. 

TTEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 

Robert  Kempt.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  Gil. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY   THE    MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keysek. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gd.  

KING(R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Gd.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2«.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAYE. I BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.    c.mwn  r™  <«.-!—-"-■■   -   .  Gd. 
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KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.   Cr.  8vo.  chex^. 

rAMB'S    (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,    in    Prose    and  Verse 

^  including^ Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

introduction,  by  ft.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'1     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  6<1. 

THE  ESSAYS   OF   ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS'  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lame,  selected  from  hia 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  fid. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap,  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  3s.  Otl. 

LANDOR.-CTTATlON~AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PF.  ARE  &c  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  igth  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2«.  fid. 

LANE  —THE    THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Otl.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  el.  extra,  3s.  Cd. 
ANECDOTES  OF   THE  CLERGY.     Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  3s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C.)  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,pict.  cover,  Is.  ea.;  cloth,  ls.tid.ea. 
HARRY  FLUDYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR   YOUNG  SHOOTERS:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  3s.  6<l. 

LEYS  (JOHN). —THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,iliust.bds.,  2s. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6cl.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  IONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF   LEAM  DUNDAS.         "MY   LOVE!"   |  SOWING  THE  WIND, 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. I   PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         I         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 
THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd.  [Shortly 

FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  from  Works  of  Mrs.  Linton.   Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  CI.;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MAC  ALPINE  (AVERY),   NOVELS  BY. 

"ux  TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY.  

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards   2s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACDONELL.-QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.   Bv  Agnes  Macdonell 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards   °s 

MACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND~PLAYERS  :    Notes  on   Populai 

Games.     By    Robert  Macgregor.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp   3s    fid 

MACKAY. -INTERLUDES  ANTJUNDERTONES ;  or,' Mu'sic at TwIIiihT 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fis.  ' 

MAGIC   LANTERN,   THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  PrlEHca] 

Directions.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.     io  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  ls.  <jd* 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by.  ~~~ 

A  HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  tha 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <i«l.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  HISTORY    OP    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy   8vo,  cloth   extra, 

12s.  each.  |Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr    8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od.  each;   post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE   COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF  ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  DICTATOR. j  BED  DIAMONDS. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  (id. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  1798-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  «d. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.- Crown  8vo,  picturecover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
DOOM!  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  ©d. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
THE   THOUSAND  AND   ONE   DAYS:    Persian  Tales.     With  2  Photogravures  by 
Stanley  L.  Wood.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bound,  12s. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  21s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  ingrolier  cl.,  at  2s.  6 si.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
,,     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent, 

n  VIII.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Riwen. — The  Castle. — The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  tha 

Author.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  12s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl. 
PHANTASTES:  A  Faerie  Romance.    A  New  Edition.     With  25  Illustrations  by  J. 
Bell.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. {Shortly. 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.   Macquoid. 
PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.  34  Illustrations. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  07   Illustrations   by  T.  R.  Macquoid.     Square  8vo, 

eloth  extra,  6s.  ■ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.    |         LOST   ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &e. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.   200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vg, -cloth  extra,  4s.  6cl. 
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MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colour^*;* 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od. 
THE  HEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  fed. 
POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH  LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

A  ROMANCE  OP  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  3s. 

IJALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B. 
Momtgomerie  Ranking.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OP  MARK  TW8.IN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Ulusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  clolh  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  «d.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234.  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustration!. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190 Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kehblk. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR     With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.     |         MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 
TOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.    Illustrated  by  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON. 

MARKS  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PENCIL  SKETCHES  BY.    With  4 

Photogravures  and  126  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  33s.        [Shortly, 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.   Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <is. 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
A  HARYEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN1   SESAME! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  (is. 

MASTERMAN.— HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS  :   A  Novel.      By  J. 

Masterman.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  i3s.  ^______ 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByE-RANDER  Matthews. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    Bv  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.  Crown  8vo, cloth,  3s.  6d. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  FORTUNE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  {Shortly. 

IW  AN  IRON  GRIP.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  10s.  net. [.Shortly. 

MERRICK.— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.    By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armqy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

M1DDLEMASS   (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Lne] 
By  Mrs,  F.  Fenwick  Miller.    With  Illustrations.   Post8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s,  6d. 
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MILTON  (J.   L. ),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  1  s.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  Od.  each. 
THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO(WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.8vo,ls. ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS   BY.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations. 
RENSHAW  FANNING'S  QUEST.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Wood.        [Shortly. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN:   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE.    With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs  of    Lord 
Byron.    Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7».  fid. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post 8vo,  illust. boards, 2s.;  cloth, 2s.6d. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The  Valley    of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD :  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)TnOVELS  BYi  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each;  post 8vo, illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


BY  THE  GATE  OF THE  SEA. 
A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
BOB      MARTIN'S      LITTLG 


WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 

A  MODEL  FATHER. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO, 

CYNIC  FORTUNE. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each.  [GIRL, 

TIME'S  REVENGES.    |     A  WASTED  CRIME.     |     IN  DIREST  PERIL.  [Shortly. 

THE  MAKING  OF  A   NOYELfST  :    An   Experiment  in   Autobiography.    With  a 

Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo,  Irish  linen,  6s. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
VAL  STRANGE.  |    HEARTS, 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  |  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  [  THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ea.;  cl.,  2s.  fid.  ea. 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     |         A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 

MEWBOLT.—  TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  fid. 

NlSBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY.  ' 

"  BAIL  UP ! "    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

NORRIS.— ST.  ANN'S  :  A  Novel.   ByW.E.NoRRis.  Cr.8vo.3s.6d.rsWy. 

O'HANLON   (ALICE),   NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNFORESEEN.  |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |    A  LAST  LOVE. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  fid. ,  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.                        |         WHITELADIES. 
THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLfiND. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).— LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DIANS:  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail.    100  Illusts.  by  P.  Frenzeny.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  fid, 

O'REILLY  (MRS.).-PH(EBETSTOHTUNES.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bdT.  2s. 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMOBE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK.       |  IDALIA. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  eacjj- 


FOLLE-FARINE 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL.  |  SIGNA. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
IN  A  WINTEB  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS.    I    PIPISTRELLO. 

A  YILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN  MAREMMA. 

BIMBI.  1      STRLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.   I    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEBOY.  |  RUFFIN0. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA.  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2». 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

*     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL   LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torica^  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson      Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY.  |  FOB  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE.       |      HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

THE   CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK   OF  THE  TOWN. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGB, 

THE   WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 

THE  BURNT  MILLION. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE, 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of  Marine  Adventure.    With  17  Ulnsts. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS."    Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,ci.. 3s. 6d. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo  Is.  each;  cloth  ls.6d.each, 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  |  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.  Illustrated  by  C.  WTReed.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TR0,°,PJN£,WI,T,H  CROWS.    Fcap.Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY   LOVELACE.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

TH*?„PoU,R.SUIVAHT  0F  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209 Illusts.   Cr.  8vo, cl.  7s.  fid. 
BONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,6s. 
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PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    With  Notes  and  Life 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.   Langhorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  lOs.  Gd. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   Intro- 

duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7».  Gd. 
THE  MYSTERY  OP  MARIE   ROQET,  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  8vo,  must.  bds..  2«.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OP  A  STATION.         |         THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER. |         CHRISTINA  CHARD. {Shortly. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
VALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         I  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PRINCESS    OLGA. — RADNA.     By  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo. cloth  extra,  G». 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  Gd. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  bvo,  Gs. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  Gs. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  Gd. 

PRYCE.-MISS  MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Cr.  8vo,  cl„  3s.  6<I. ;   post  8vo,  illust.  boards.,  2». 

PAMBOSSON.— P1)PTJLTR^TR0N0MY.   By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 
of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

READETCHTRXESlirWVELS^BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

PEG  WOFFINGTON.  Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  Gd.— And  a  Cheap 
Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington  and  Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 
Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo.  Gd. ;  cloth,  Is. 

CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  Gd. 

IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  a  Cheap 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  portrait  cover,  6d. ;  cloth.  Is. 

COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust.  Helen  Patersok. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 

THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.  Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene.— Also  a 
Cheap  Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  Gd. ;  cloth,  Is. 

HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 

FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 

PUT  YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Coopeb. 

A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 

A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 

SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 

GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.A.  Abbey,  &a 

THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 

A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 

BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  Is. 

THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.  With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 
Elzevir  Edition.  4  vols.,  post  8vo,  each  with  Front.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set, 

BELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  Crown  8vo,  with  Por- 
trait, burkram,  Gs. ;  post  8vn,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gil. 

RIVES.— BARBARA  DERING.     By  Am£lie  Rives,  Author  of  "  The 

Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "    rm»n  a i-*' —    •*      Gd. ;  post8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),   HOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  tid.  each;  post  8vo  illustrated  boards,  »»-fach. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORISB. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER.  |         IDLE  TALES. 


RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC,  A.  Vanderhoop,  &c^_ 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS"  BY] 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr,  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  61I. ;  post  8vo,  illnst.  bds.,  2s. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.                               I  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:   REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

ROLL  OF   BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  WarrioTs 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.     Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

ROWLEY  (HON.  HUGH),  WORKS  BY.~Tost  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  edTeaTh. 

PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.     PostSvo,  bds.,  2s.ea.;  cl.,  3s.  6.1.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. j 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6tl.  ea. 

ft  BOOK   FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 
THE  ROMANCB  OF  JENNY  HARLOWB. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN   THE  MIDDLE  WATCH. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  <!<!■  ea. ;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  2s.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id.  ea. 
AN  OCEAN   TRAGEDY.  |         MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 
ON  THE   FO'K'SLE   H^AD.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
THE  GOOD  SHIP  "MOHOCK."    Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth,  IPs,  net.  [Shortly. 

RUSSELL  (DORA).— A  COUNTRY  SWEETHEART.  Three  Vols., 

crown  8vo,  15s.  net.  

CATnTAUBYNTALAN),  NOVELS  BY.  ~~ 

**  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  fid.  each;   post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN. I         THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'8. 

FcaD.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 

THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART. | MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fill.  each. 
TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER. |_ IN  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WORLD.    [Shortly.. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.— SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«t. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE   LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS'^  ~      ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3«.  ttel.  each:  post  8v<?  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  |    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
GIDEOH'S  ROCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
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SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  3s.  (id. 

SECRETnSUTr^HETOne  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Enter. 
taioing  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  <m1. 

SEGUINlL.   G.),   WORKS  BY.  ~ 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  <><1. 
WALKS   IN   ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ««.  _ 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


SERGEANT  (A.).— DR.  ENDICOTT'S  EXPERIMENT.  2  vols.,  10s.  net. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illusts.,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Move  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  Us.  <i«t. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF   TO-MORROW:    A   Novell      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>s. 

^elXeY.^^^TompTete^works  in  verse  and  prose  of 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited,    Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne 
Shepherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Ss.  (id.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 
Vol.     1.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
ana  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo;   Swellibot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  ol 

Atlas;  Hoipsychidion;  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
Vol.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leig"h  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
Vol.    II.  The  Essays ;   Letters  from  Abroad  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  iidited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).—  ROGUES  :    A~Novel.      Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  C«l.~ 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth,  '.Mb. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jok^s.  10  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  C«l. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  3s. 

BHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL, 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  fltl. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.Grosart,  D.D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  04  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (itl. 

SIMS  (GEO.  R.),  WORKS  BY.    Post8vo,  illust.bds.,2s.ea.:  cl.  limp,8s.C«l.ea. 

ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE  RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TODAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

TIHKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c.  I      MY  TWO  WIVES. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY. |      SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOW.   [Shortly. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 

HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 

THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 

THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 

SISTER   DORA:   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  picture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iSs. 
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SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical."!™!  Ane 

dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d.  . 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6a. 
THE  WOOING   OF  THd  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  to*. 

SOCIETY~lN  LONDON".     Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.    " 
SOCIETY   IN   PARIS:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     ATSeries  of  Lette 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEIL      By    Lord   Henry    Somerse 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Os. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Beli 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEYIOUS  WAYS,  &c. 
HOODWINKED;     and   THE   SANDY. 
CROFT  MYSTERY.  


THE  GOLDEN   HOOP. 
BACK  TO  LIFE. 
THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
BURGOS  ROMANCE. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6«l.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEft.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  <>d. 

SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrate 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):    A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Roy 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«l. 

STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  . 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormai 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN    (E.    C),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s.  each. 
VICTORIAN  POETS. 1         THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE   AFGHAN    KNIFE  :   A  Novel.      By  Kobei 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3«.  t>«I. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  its 

STEVENSON    fR.    LOUIS),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  Ss.  O.l.  eac 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis. by  Walter  Cran 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.  Fourth  Edition.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Cran 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.        I    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Editio 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.      |    BALLADS, 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Eleventh  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6a 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE  RAJAH'S  DIAMOND.  (From  New  Arabij 
Nights.)    With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

PRINCE  OTTO.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

FATHER  DAMIEN :  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Second  Editic 
Crown  8vo,  hand-made  aod  brown  paper,  Is. 

THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OF  THE  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVE 
SON.  20  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  price  dE13  lOs.  net.  Prospectuses  and  Specime 
ot  this  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  1.000  copies)  maybe  had  from  any  Booksellt 
The  Vols,  will  appear  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginning  with  Oct.  1894. 

STODDARD.  —  SUMMER  "CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAST     I 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  <} 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  HilBTaT 

Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  s  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  3 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (AFFOUND~IN~XCOPPER  CYLINDEI 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  fi 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  FitzgeraTdTFloI 
ence  Marryat,  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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STRUTT'S    SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES    OF    THE     PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 

Portrait, and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl„  7s.  (id. 

GULLIYER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A  TALE   OP   A   TUB.      Post  8vo,  half-bound,  8s 

J O NATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  8a. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  0. 
SWINBURNE.     Heap.  3vo,  6s. 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.     Crown  8vo.  6>. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo.  75. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.  Crown 
8vo  or  leap.  8vo,  9a. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  SECOND  SERIES. 
Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 

POEMS  &  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  8vo,  7a. 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  8vo,  10s.  6d. 

BOTHWELL  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.  (5«  Vol.  II.  of  O.  CHAP- 
MAN'S Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6a. 

ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  8vo,  12a. 

ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6a. 


A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.     Cr.  8vo,  6a. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Crown  8vo,  6a. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.     Crown  8vo,  7s. 
MARY  STUART:    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8ro,  8a. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.    Crown  8vo,  9«. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    Small  4to,  8s. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  8vo,  7a. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  8a. 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  8vo.  6«. 
M'S0ELLANIE3.     Crown  8vo.  12a. 
LOCRINE  :   A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo.  8a. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.    Crown  8vo.  Ta. 
THS  SISTERS:    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
ASTROPHEL,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  7s. 
STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY.  Crown  8vo, 
9s. 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY  OF~ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  itOs. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols., large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB:  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '-is. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E„  F.L.S.),   WORKS   BY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 

of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  '•  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

*,*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. — Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo, 
portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  (id. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  oi 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

THAMES.  — A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations     Post  8vo,  is.;  cloth.  Is.  <id. 

THIERS.-HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  OF  FRANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.    By  A.  Thiers.    Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Stebbing.    With  36  Steel  Plates.     12  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea.  j  post  8vo,  2».  ea. 
THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.     |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  ii». 

f  HORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKSBY!  " 

THE   LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.   TURNER.     With  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  '.is.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD.  |   TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 
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TIMBS   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1.  each! 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  iU 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:    Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.     48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                              I    AMERICAN   SENATOR. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF   GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Otl.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
LIKE   SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNES3. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  uiust.  bds.,39. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow- 

bridge.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).-MTSTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.C.  Fraser.Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  tin. 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  I    THE   BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE   CAME   THROUGH.           I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 
CITOYENNE   JACQUELINE                        DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. |    THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

TTNDERHILL.— WALTER  BESANT :  A  Study.    By  John  Underhill. 

With  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  Irish  linen,  (is. [Shortly, 

UPWARD.— THE  QUEEN  AGAINST   OWEN.     By  Allen  Upward. 

With  Frontispiece  by  J.  S.  Crompton.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttcl. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER.     By  the  Writer  of  "BelTeV'  Letters  in  The 

World.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«I. 

VlLLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.     By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 
VIZETELLY  (E.  A.).— THE  SCORPION  :  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6il. 

V/ALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.).  WORKS  BY.  — 

"  WAXFORDS  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1895).  Containing  the  Descent, 
Birth,  Marnasre,  Education.  ire  of  i2,ooo  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses 
CJubs,  &c.    Royal  8vo,  cloth  grilt,  50s.  * 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1895).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 
insn  .Peers,  ezc.     ^irno,  cloth,  is. 

WALFORDS  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1895).  Containin?  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 
Kingdom,  Biom-aphica]  Notices.  Addresses.  &c.    mmo   cloth   Is 

WA^KpDar?iaSmHeSLS?r  IZ"^ S^^ ^1\^^  "  ^  °f  *»  "»  Members  of  the 
^^f^  LT^^o^^feGd^f°NETA"GE''KHldHiAG^  **»  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 
TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ettra,  3s   Sd  V-*orJy. 

WAvLT    W£i™AN'    POSMS^YT     Edited,    with    Introduction,    by 
William  M.  Ross^T^J^thPortrai^Cr.Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Cs. 

WALTON  AND  COTTON'S  COMPLET TTimtWR^T^Tc™. 

^fnrVr^arna^Crea,tl0n'tSy  Izaa,k  Walto«  !  *"d  Instructions'  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Note! 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  «d 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS  BYT — 1— 

FIYE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.  With  92  Illustrations  bv  th„ 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex    lil 

MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.  With  a  Man  by  F  S  vi,^' 
F.R.G.S.    Post  8vo.  Is, ;  cloth,  la,  6d.  '     *  U ELLER' 
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WARNER.— A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 

Warner.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14 in.    2s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 

Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     2s. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS~BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  ls._6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.      By  Aaron" Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

WEATHEl^~MW~TO^ORETELL  THE,  WITH   POCKET  SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.     By  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
WHIST. -HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.    New  Edition.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE.— THE~NATURAL  HISTOTrroTTSEL^ORNE.    By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

WILLIAMS™CW7TtATTiEU;  F.R.A.S.),  WORKSTJY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Musts.     Cr.  8vo,  clcth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
A  VINDICATION   OF  PHRENOLOGY.     With  Portrait  and   over  40  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.lL).— A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  2S9  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  ls.Cd. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  8vo,   illustrated   boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

&  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WISSMANN.— MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.    By  Hermann  von  Wissmann,     With  92  Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.    Post  8vo,  boards.  2s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;   or,  Love  and  Theology.    By 

Celia  Parker  Woqlley.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 

HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE  AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN.— MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wvnman.    With  13 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

VATES    (EDMUND).  NOVELS    BY.      Post8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
1    LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

TOLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. ' 

™   THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 
HONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 
LOURDES.    Translated  by  E.  A,  Vizetelly. 

EMILE  ZOLA:    A  Biography.    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits,  Illustration* 
and  Facsimile  Letter,    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12a, 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN   SERIES. 

*»•  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Bound  My  Boom.   By  Xavier 

DE  MAISTRE. 

?uips  and  Quiddities.  By  W.  D.  Adams. 
he  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 
"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 

Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobsom. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 

W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.J.Jennings. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb's  Letters. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.   Jacob  Larwoob. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley, 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    Ey  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald, 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    ByR.  E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced  1    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Iulian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.    By  A.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.   J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Dooml    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    By  Jas.  Payh. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reads. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson, 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
the  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A.St.Aubyn   |   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Newbolt 
Modest  Little  Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.    |    A  Lost  Soul.     By  W.  L.  Alden. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.E.Coleridge.  |  Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.  Grant  Alls* 
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MY     LIBRARY.     Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  3s.  61I.  each. 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.    I    Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reads. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor.  Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerln.         1    The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo, 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Illust.  G.  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  ByTHOMAs  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber'B  Chair,  &c.  By  D.  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each, 

White'b  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  &c.    By  Dean  Swift. 

Plays.   By  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 

Thomson's  Seasons.     Illustrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Tabla 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holm's. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  F.  M.  ALLE1V. 
Green  as  GraB8. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


FhUlstla. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimle's  Sake, 
The  Devil's  Die. 


This  Mortal  ColL 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Blood  Royal. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag, 


By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ALAIV  ST.  APBVN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        |  To  his  Own  Master. 


|  In    the    Face 
World. 


of    the 


The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.Benedict's. 

BARING  GOULD. 

I  Eve. 


S. 


By  Rev. 

Bed  Spider. 

By  ROBERT   BARR. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.        1  From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 

By  "BELLE." 

Vashti  and  Esther. 

By  XV.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Eutterfiy. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 


The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
Ready-MoneyMortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in   Trafalgar's 

Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the 

Fleet. 


By  WALTER   BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Herr  Paulua. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

By  ROBERT 

Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

Matt. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

Heir  of  Linne. 

The      Martyrdom      of 

Madeline. 
(tod  and  the  Man. 


Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Glbeon. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Katherine's  by  the 

Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 

BUCHANAN. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genins. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain* 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  HALL   CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Red  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Transmigration.  |  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  &  Scholar.    1     night. 
The  Village  Comedy.       |  You  Play  me  False. 

By  WILKIE    COLLINS. 

Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antohina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  Whit*. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 

Geoffory  Hamilton. 

Ry  V.  CECIL   COTES. 

Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.    EGBERT   CRADDOCK. 

His  Vanished  Star. 

By  MATT   CRIM. 

Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 

Diana  Barrington.  I  Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Proper  Pride.  I  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

A  Family  Likeness.         |  "  To  Let." 

By  WILLIAM   CVPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   9AUDET. 

The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  II.  COLEMAN   DAVIDSON. 

Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters. 

By   ERASMUS    DAWSON. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Oar  Lady  of  Tears.         1  Circe's  Lovers. 
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■  Deed. 
I  The  White  Virgin. 


Hopes  of  Sand. 

.lack  Pejle  3  Daughter. 


Thb  riccArn.i.v  ( i/6)  Novels— iv.'(.'i;iHi-.I. 
By  IHCIC    OOiN'OVAo*. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  I  Man  from  Manchester. 

Kv  A.  fOIVAIV    DOYI.E. 

The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 
Ky  Mrs.  ANNIE    EDff.lBDES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  «.  MANVIl.t'C    FlCiN'rV. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  Witness  to  111. 

The  Tiger  Lily. 

It)    l»10Itt  Y    I'lTZ«I01tAI-O 

Fatal  Zero. 

Uy   It.  10.  IfKAIYrilil.O*. 

Queen  Cophotua.  |  Kmc  or  Knave  ? 

Odo  by  One. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

A  Real  Queen.  I 

!»■•«  I.l>5  Sir  BAB T1*S0   I'BIOBU 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By   KIMVARD  (JAKBKir. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By   PAl'L    CAl'I-Or. 

The  Red  Shirts.  \ 

By  < '1IAKI.KM  OlBBOfV. 

Robin  Gray.  |  Of  High  Degree 

Loving  a  Dream. 

The  Golden  Shaft.  I      Forest. 

By  v..  «i,.-»;n,vii,i-i<:. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  j 

By  10.  .1.  OOOBMAtV. 

Tlio  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  <104'BI,   (ililFFlTII 

Corlnthla  Marazion. 

By  NVDNKV  tJJKUIVDY, 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS    HAItUV. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By    Bit  BO!'    HAUTE. 


of     the 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Sally  Cows. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A     Sappho    of    Green 

Springs. 

Colonel     Starbottle'a 

Client. 
Susy. 
A    Prot.sg<.<ie    of     Jack 

Hamlin's. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angels. 

Ky  JITLIA1V  BI AAVTBEOICM:. 

Garth. 

Ellico  Qnentin. 

Sebastian  Stroma, 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexters  Dis- 
appearance. 

Tho  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 

Ky  Sir  A 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

.  HULK'S. 

By   I.  lli:rV»I0KS4>iV. 

Agatha  Page. 

By  «;.  A.   UIOtVTV. 

Enjub  the  Juggler.  I  Dorothy's  DoubU. 

By  JOHN  llll.l,. 

The  Common  Anoestor. 

Br  iii ■'».  isiii\'«.;i:Ks.'oa:o. 

Lady  Vomer's  Flight.   |  Tho  Rod  House  Mystery. 

By  mm.    U.IHIil)    HUNT. 

Tho  Leaden  Casket.         1  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  it.  aniij:    UINU, 

A  Drawn  Game. 

,'The  WeariDg  of  the  Green." 


Thk  TircMMLLY  (;'S)  Novki.s— •iW''"'"'' 
By  10.   l.YIN'IV  l,nTOS. 


Pati'icia  Kemball. 

Under  which.  Lord? 

"  My  Love  I  " 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 


Sowlns  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  of  Lean 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


By   II.  W.  I.t't'V. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  .l°l"MTIN    M««'ABTIIY 

A  Fair  Saxon. 
1  illley  Ko.  Mord. 
Mis:.  Misanthrope. 
Po'ina  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Alliens. 
C.uiilola. 


Watordale  Neighbour! 
Mv  I'nomy's  Daughter 
Red  Diamonds. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Dictator. 
Tho  Comet  of  a  Seasor 


By  <;io»u<;c  m  \«  im»>ai,i». 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  amnios  MAiworvioi.i.. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

By    I,.  T.  MEA1M0. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By    BIOIITUAM    I?l  I  TTOIt  l». 

Tho  Gun  Runner.  I  Tho  King's  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gorard    Kenshaw         Fanning 
Eidgoley.  I      Quest. 

By  .9.   10.  milHXKK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

By   I>.  V 19  It  I  ST  1 12  BH'IEItVV. 

By  the  Gato  of  the  Sel 
A  Bit  of  Human  Naturi 
First  Person  Singular 
Cyuie  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World 
BobMar'ttn's  Little  Gil- 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 

A     II 10  It  M  AN. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Co.ili  of  Fire 

Old  I'.la.'.ei-  a  Hero. 

Val  stra.igu. 

Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

Time  s  Revenues. 


By  nillCIEAY 

The  Bishops'  Bible. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

By  HUM  12    NISBIOT. 

"  Bail  Up  1  " 

By  W.  10.   IVOItltt*. 

Saint  Ann  s. 

By  ti.   OMIYI0T. 
A  W<)ird  Gift. 

By  Ol  JIM. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Ciiandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil      Castlemalne'i 

Ga;-o. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folic  Farino. 
A  Dos  of  Flanders'. 
Pasearel. 
Signa. 

Prioot'is  Napraxine. 
Ariadue. 

By   lTIAOlISAl 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  .1  AM  ION 
I.o-t  Sir  Massim;bi'ril. 
Li'si  Black  than  We're 

Paiut.od. 
A  Confidential  Accent. 
A  iJi-  .pn  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery    of    Mlr- 

brid'te. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walters  Wol  ' 
By  Proxy. 


Two      Little     Woods 

Shoos. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Rnfllno 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Common*. 
Bimbl. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
Othmar. 
In  Maremnnv 
Byrlin.         |  Cuildero 
Santa  Barbara. 

tSOT  A.  l'Ai:i,. 


I'AYIV. 

High  Spirit*. 
Under  One  Koof. 
From  Exilo. 
(How  worm  TaYs. 
The  Talk  of  tho  Town 
Holiday  Tank., 
For  Cash  Only 
The  Burnt  Mill'mi 
Tilio  Word  and  tlic  Wil 
Sunny  Stories. 
t  A  Trying  Pa  1 1  ant. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  THOMAS  I1AKUV. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  JT.  BERWICK  IIARWOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 

Elllce  Quentln. 
Fortune's  Fool. 
Miss  Cadogna. 
Sebastian  Strom*. 
Dust. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
Love— or  a  Na-me, 
David  Polndexter's  Dis- 


appearance. 
The    Spectre 
Camera. 


of    the 


By  Sir  ARTHUR   HELPS. 

Iran  de  Biron. 

By  uimuv  her  man. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By  HEADON   11  ILL.. 

Eambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN  11  ll.L. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mr*.  €A§IIEL    HO  FY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  Mi*.  OEORGB  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIttHE    HOPKINS. 

Twlxt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  lTlin.  IIUNnEKFOICD, 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn.    I  A  Mental  Struggle. 
In  Durance  Vile.  A  Modern  Circe. 

Marvel.  | 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED    HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model.       I   Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN   1NGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By    WM.    JAMESON. 
Ky  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark.  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  1UAKK    KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  It.  ASHE    KIN43. 
A  Drawn  Game.  I  Passion's  Slavs. 

"  The  Wearing  of   the    Bell  Barry. 
Green."  | 

By  JOHN   LEVS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN    LINTON. 


Patricia  Keniball 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  f 
Paston  Carew. 
"  My  Love  I  " 
lone. 

By  HENRY 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN 

A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope-. 
Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The      Rebel      of      the 

Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

W.  LUCY. 


McCarthy. 

Camlola. 

Dear  Lad 7  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


By  HUGH  MACCOLL. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  A«>ES  MACOONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

It  A  THARINE    S.  MACQUOID. 

Tne  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  IT1ALLOCK. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nine-  I  The  New  Republic, 
teenth  Century.  [ 


Two-Shillino  Novels— continued. 
By  FLORENCE    MARRYAT. 

Open  I  Sesame  !  I  A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

Uy  RRAIVDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LFONARD    MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN    MIODLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorilllon. 

By  Mr*.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Won-  I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 

derful.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  | 

By  MURK  AY  nml    HE  KM  AN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.  | 

Ky  IL  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Cynic  Fortune. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bitof  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob     Martin's      Little 
Girl. 

MURRAY. 

I  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 


A  Model  Father, 

Joseph'*  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  HENRY 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  HUME   MSUIi. 
"  Bail  Up  I  "  I  Dr.Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  ALICE    O  IflWLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  7  or  Fate  ? 

By   GEORGES  OHNET. 
Dr.  Rameau.  I  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

By  Mrs.  OLIPIIANT. 

Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  in 

The  Primrose  Path.  |     England. 

By   Mrs.  ROBERT   O'REILLY. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  Ol'IDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine'sGage 

Tr'cotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders, 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxinc. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship, 


Two      Little     Wooden 
Shoes. 

Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Common*. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maxemma, 
Guilderoy. 
Rufflno. 
Svrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Ouida'i    Wisdom,    Wit, 
and  Pathos. 


MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

Ky  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PKAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  I   Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival 

The  Foreigners.  j  Gerald. 

Ky   lilCHARU    PRYCB. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinok's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


Talk  ot  the  Town. 

Holiday  Tasks. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Storie3. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Fainted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The    Mystery   of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


By  CHARLES   READE. 

A  TerribleTemptati'  l. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
Hard  Cash. 
Sing'leheart  and  Double* 

face.  -. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 

other  Animals. 
Peg  Woffington. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A  Woman-Hater. 


It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     Yourself   in    His 

Place. 
Love  Me    Little,   Love 

Me  Long. 
The    Cloister   and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  RIDBELL 


Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water.  I 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince   of  Wales's 
Garden  Party.  I 


The  Uninhabited  House 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 

Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


By  AMELIE   RIVES. 

Barbara  Bering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.       j   The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK    RUSSELL. 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone   on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea, 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book   for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The    Mystery    of   the 
•■Ocean  Star." 
GEORGE   AUGUSTl'8  SAB, A. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I   The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.         | 

By  KATHARINE   SAUNDERS. 

Jean  "Merry weather.       I   Sebastian. 

Ti  •  High  Mills.  Margaret     and    Eliza 

Heart  Salvage.  |      beth. 

By  GEORGE!   R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds.     Tinkletop's  Crime. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 


The  Ring  < 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
M»ry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 


Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 


Two- Shilling  Novels— continued* 
By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLK1T, 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  I  By  Devious  Ways.  - 

Dyke.  I  Back  to  Life. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  The  LoudwaterTrage 

Hoodwinked.  |  Burgo's  Romance.   .' 

By  R.  A.  STEUrVDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS    STEVENSON 

New  Arabian  Nights.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Cressida.  |  The  Violin- Player. 

Proud  Maisie.  | 

By  WALTER  THORNBURI 

Tales  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 

T.  ADOLPHU8  TKOLLOPK 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPS 

Like   Ships    upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  |  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONV   TUOLLOPE, 

Frau  Frohmann.  The  American  Btr 


Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Mr.     Scarborough    l 

Family. 
The     Golden    Lion  < 

Qranpere. 


By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c, 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK.   TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the     Stolen  White  ElephsJ 

Continent,  "'-        "     ...->-2i 


The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 


Life  on  the  Misslssipf 
The    Prince    and    tl 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Com 

of  King  Arthur.      , 


By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  T1TTLER. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  The  Huguenot  Family 


Buried  Diamonds, 
St.  Mungo's  City, 
Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By   AARON 


The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Throuj 
Beauty  and  the  Beas 
Oitoyenne  Jaqueline. 

WATSON   and 


LILLfAS  WASSERMANN. 

The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

By  WILLIAM   WESTALL. 

Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends 

By  H.  F.  WOOD, 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  Lady  WOOD, 
Sablna. 

CELIA  PARKER  WOOLlri, 
Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or,  Love  and  TheowT 

By  EDMUND  YATfi* 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  j  Castawav 

Land  at  Last.  \  *' 
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ESTABLISHED  1851. 


BIRKBECK    BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


INVESTED  FUNDS 


£10,000,000 


Number  of  Accounts,   79,497. 

TWO-AND-A-HALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on  DEPOSITS, 
repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,   on  CURRENT   ACCOUNTS,   on    the    minimum 
monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £ioo. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold  for  customers. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT 

Small  Deposits  received,  and  Interest  allowed  monthly  on 
each  completed  £i. 

The  BIRKBEOK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  free. 

Telephone  No.  5  Holborn.  Telegraphic  Address :  "BIRKBEOK,  LONDON." 

FRANCIS    RAVENSCROFT,   Manager. 

OSBORNE,  BAUER  &  CHEESEMAN'S  CELEBRSAPTEECV|T|ES 


THE    HOT    WEATHER. 

"  S AMBU^INE  " 

An  elegant  Preparation,  for  Improving  the 
Skin  and  keeping  it  Cool  and  Refreshed. 

Agreeable  for  allaying  Irritation  caused  by 
Heat,  CHAFING  through  Exertion  or  Expo- 
sure to   the    Sun,   at    SEASIDE,    FISHING, 

Cricket,  Tennis,  Cycling,  Riding 
and  Rowing,  Prickly  Heat,  Sun  Blisters, 
&c,  arresting  Gnat,  Mosquito,  and  Insect 
Bite  Irritations.  Metallic  Tubes,  Is.  (post 
free,  12  Stamps),  of  Sole  Proprietors. 


"BABY'S    SOAP" 

"THE   ORIGINAL." 

REG. 

A  superior  Mild  Soap  for  Babies, 

Children  and  Adults  with 

Tender  Skin. 

Has  stood  the  test  of  30  years. 

Invaluable  in  the  Nursery.  Delicately  per- 
fumed with  the  fragrance  of  Violets.  Floats  in 
Bath.    Post  free  6  stamps  of  .Sole  Proprietors. 


J  9 


"THE    INCOMPARABLE 

SMELLING    SALTS 

As  supplied  to  the  Queen. 
Invaluable  in  Hot  Assemblies. 

ALWAYS  REFRESHING. 

Of  great  Value  in  the  Sick  Room. 

The  best  compan  ion  at  Church,  Chapel,  Ball, 
Theatre,  or  any  heated  Assembly. 

Bottles,  9d.,  Is.,  Is.  6d.  and  2s.    Post 
free  (for  stamps)  from  tlie  Sole  Proprietors. 


BAUER'S 
"HEAD  (&  BATH)  SOAP" 

A  SHAMPOO  AT  HOME. 

Cleanses,  Strengthens  and  promotes  Growth 

of  Hair,  removes  Scurf  and  produces 

healthy  action  of  Skin. 

A   Superior 

BATH  AND    SHAVING    SdAP. 

6d.  Tablets  post  free  (for  stamps)  of  Sole 

Proprietors. 


Sold  by  all  Chemists,  Perfumers  and  Stores.    Prepared  only  by 


OSBORNE, 

Sole  Proprietors  of  "Nafatha  Soap 


BAUER  &   CHEESEMAN,  PET^FEu^giiNf° 


for  Tender  Feet,  "  Glymiel  Soap,"  &c 
STREET,   LONDON,  W. 


THE  CITY  BANK,  Limited, 

LONDON. 

SUBSCRIBED  CAPITAL  (100,000  Shares  of  £40  eaeh), 

£4,000,000. 

PAID-UP  CAPITAL  (£10  on  100,000  Shares),  £1,000,000. 

RESERVED  FUND        £500,000, 


John  Corry,  Esq. 

J.  Howard  Gwyther,  Esq. 

Thomas  Morgan  Harvey,  Esq. 

Henry  Holmes,  Esq. 

Isaac  Hoyle,  Esq. 

Samuel  Joshua,  Esq. 


DIRECTORS. 


Alex.  LawriE,  Esq. 
Emile  Levita,  Esq. 
Sir       Thomas       Sutherland, 

G.C.M.G.,  M.P. 
James  E.  Vanner,  Esq. 


Head  Office  (Corner  of  Finch  Lane)  ;  THREADNEEDLE  ST. 

David  G.  H.  Pollock  and  Lewis  S.  M.  Munro,  Joint  General  Managers, 
Henry  W.  Smart,  Assistant  Manager. 

BRANCHES. 

5°™!LSTREET      ••        -.34.  Old  Bond  Street        .  .Edward  G.  Mullinh,  Manager. 
TOTTENHAM  COURT  RD.t5o  and    160,   Tottenham 

Court  Road        ..         .  .Fredk.  W.  Burton,  „ 

LUDGATE  HILL    ..        .  .45  and  47,  Ludgate  Hill  .  .George  B.  Browne,  „ 

PADDINGTON        ..        ..219  &  221,  Edgware  Road  Percy  Chipper,  „ 

KNIGHTSBttlDGE..        .  .6,  Sloane  Street    ..        .  .Richard  S.  Fenninqs,       „ 

ALDGATE 94,  Fenchurch  Street      ..Alfred  Jaques,  „ 

HOLBORN 34,  Holborn  Viaduct       ,.W»,  H.  Nicholas,  „ 

OLD  STREET         ..         .  .93,  Great  Eastern  Street   Wm.T.  Clilverd, 

QUEEN  VICTORIA  ST.  ..7ia,  Queen  Victoria  St. 

PORE  STREET       ..         .  .100  and  101,  Fore  Street. . 
SHAFTESBURY  AVENUE138,  Shaftesbury  Avenue 


BEDFORD  ROW 
OLD  KENT  ROAD.. 
OXFORD  STREilT.. 
EASTCHEAP 
STREATHAM  HILL 


Wm.  H.  Hillman, 
Thomas  Reed, 
I.  W.  Stubberfield, 
Wm.  B.  Harrison, 
..Henry  Tipper, 
..James  F.  Gomme, 
..Joseph  S.  Bevington, 
.Richard  M.  Heald, 


.  .44,  Theobald's  Road 

..280,  Old  Kent  Road 

..106,  Oxford  Street 

..20,  Eastcheap 

..103,  Streatham  Hill 

CRuYDON     ..        ..        ..North  End Thomas  Wood, 

RICHMOND 21,  Hill  Street        ..        ..Fredk.  G.  Latham,  „ 

BISHOPSGATE       ..         ..140  &  141,  Bishopsgate  St.  Alfred  M.  Martin,  „ 

Secretary — Henry  W.  Lamb. 

Current  Accounts  are  kept  in  conformity  with  the  practice  of  London  Bankers. 
In  cases  where  a  remunerative  Balance  is  not  maintained,  a  charge  for  Commission 
is  made.,  Parties  keeping  Current  Accounts  have  the  facility  of  having  approved 
Bills  discounted  ;  of  obtaining  Loans  upon  negotiable  Securities  ;  of  depositing  Bills, 
Coupons,  &c,  for  collection ;  and  of  lodging  with  the  Bank  Deeds  and  other  valuable 
property  in  the  Fireproof  Strong  Rooms  for  safe  custody. 

Deposit  Accounts. — Money,  in  amounts  of  £10  and  upwards,  is  received  from 
the  public  generally,  subject  to  7  days'  notice  of  withdrawal,  and  Interest  is  allowed 
thereon  at  the  current  rate'  of  the  day  ;  the  Bank  notifying  any  change  in  the  rate  of 
Interest  by  Advertisement  in  one  or  more  of  the  leading  London  newspapers.  Ii  the 
money  be  withdrawn  within  a  fortnight  no  Interest  is  allowed.  Persons  having 
Current  Accounts  can  transfer  any  portion  of  their  Credit  Balance  to  Deposit  Account. 
The  Agency  of  Country  and  Foreign  Banks,  whether  Joint  Stock  or  Private,  is 
undertaken  by  the  Bank.  Letters  of  Credit,  payable  at  any  of  the  chief  Commer- 
cial Towns  and  Cities  of  the  World,  are  granted;  also  Mercantile  and  Marginal 
Credits.  Circular  Notes  are  issued  by  the  Bank,  addressed  to  all,  and  payable  at 
any,  of  the  places  on  the  Continent  where  the  Bank  has  an  appointed  Correspondent. 
Dividends,  &c,  on  Government  and  other  Stocks,  Annuities,  Pensions,  &c,  are  re- 
ceived for  customers  of  the  Bank  without  charge ;  the  purchase  and  sale  of  Stocks 
Shares  and  Securities  are  also  undertaken  ;  and  every  description  of  Banking  busi- 
ness is  transacted.  The  Officers  and  Clerks  of  the  Bank  are  pledged  not  to  disclose 
tBE  transactions  of  any  of  its  Customers. 


OETZMANN  &  CO. 

62,  64,  67,  69,  71,  73,  75,  77  &  79, 

HJUYH»STEAr>    ROAD,    1HT. 

(Continuation  North  of  Tottenham  Court  Road.) 

61,  GRAFTON  STREET,  DUBLIN.  75,  UNION  STREET,  RYDE. 

For  Conditions  upon  which  Goods  are  sent  Carriage  paid 
please  see 

ILLUSTRATED  GUIDE  TO  HOUSE  FURNISHING. 


CONTENTS  :— 
)OMPLETE   ESTIMATES  FOR   FURNISHING  AT  £120  and  £250,  with 

full-page  Illustrations. 

:  NOTES    ON    FURNITURE,"   by   M.   F.    Frith,   late  of   the    Ladfi 

Pictorial. 

ARTICLES  ON  ARTISTIC  FURNISHING,  reprinted  ffom  The  Lady. 

754  pages  and  nearly  3,000  Illustrations,  with  description  and  price  of  every 
tem  required  in  Complete  House  Furnishing. 

Gratis  and  post  free. 

Edition  de  Luxe,  bound  in  cloth,  is.  6d. ;  dr  bound  in  leather, 
2s.  6d.,  post  free. 

ALL 

CARPETS 

MADE  UP 

FREE 


CHARGE, 


SRY  MASSIVE  PEDESTAL  WRITING  TABLE,  of  handsome  carved  bfack 
Oak,  with  panelled  ends,  top  lined  with  leather  and  the  upper  portion  fitted  with 
5  drawers,  as  illustrated.    The  Table  measures  5  feet  long,  price  £7  15s. 


TWENTY  HIGHEST  AWARDS. 


A 


SOAP    MAKERS 

"By  Special  appointment 


AJESTY 


AND 


HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  THE 


7uHi  i     I 


An/ 


TfWf 


PRINCE  ofWALES. 

'  DM1  ir-iD   EVAN:.,    CNGRAVtR   A  NO   PINTER,    RACQUET  COURT.'  FLEET  STREET,  LONDON,  E.6. 


